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INTRODUCTION 


w. . 


■‘The Return, of the Hero^^ was 
published there was some speculation as to who might be 
the author. It was understood, both in Dublin and Lon- 
don, that “Michael Ireland” was a pseudonym, and many 
guesses were made as to the personality covered by this 
curious name. 

At first, the authorship was laid at my door, and I still 


it 
^ !' 




the work was met. 

“If,” it was urged by the literary detectives of the 
period, “if you did not write ‘The Return of the Hero/ no 
one else could” ; and, altho^ my denial was point-blank, 
and even indignant, it was not accepted for quite a 

little time. 

I was, rather naively, astonished at the identification of 
this work with mine, for, having read through the book 
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and I had, at that time, a higher opinion of critical acu- 
men than I should now admit to. 

I had recently published ^^Irish Fairy Tales.’^ The mat' 
ter on which these were based, that is, the Fionn (or Finn, 
as it is more usually Englished) Saga, was certainly part 
and parcel of, and out of the same box as, the subject 
matter of Michael Ireland’s book. I was writing of Ossian 
and Caeltia mac Ronan and Fionn mac Uail, but I was 
handling these personages in their proper places in the 
Saga, for although my book is called ^Trish Fairy Tales” 
it is really the first half of the Fionn Saga. 

^The Return of the Hero” treated with the same beings, 
but in the more modern form known as the “Colloquy of 
the Ancients,” wherein, by a dramatic trick of the story- 
teller, Caeltia (in another tract it was Ossian) having been 
for some hundreds of years in the Land of the Young (the 
Shi or Faery land) came back to this earth, and narrated 
these tales to Saint Patrick. This would date the telling, or 
a recension, of the old stories, at some period posterior to 
the year 442 after Christ. But such a date would seem to 
be much too early, and it is probable that this particular 
form of the tales did not take final shape until the 7th or 
8th Century or even later. 

Most of the early Irish stories were preserved by the 
monks, the scriveners of those days ; but the evidence of 
these stories, with their frankly pagan and almost anti- 
Christian tone, would warrant our belief that the “Col- 
loquy of the Ancients” was not created in any monastery, 


but was invented by some still-lingering remnant of the 
;|ncient Bardic Order : once the custodians of all tales, and 
from which Order the early Christian Church in Ireland 
was almost entirely recruited. 

There are several great Irish Sagas or Rounds of Tales 
that have survived from pre-Christian times. Notable 
among these are the Stories of the Red Branch, wherein 
Conchubar mac Nessa, Deirdre, Maeve Queen of Con- 
nacht, Fergus mac Roy, and, in especial, Chuchullin, are 
the chief characters. 

These tales are admittedly pre-Christian, and cover in 
time the period between the birth of Conchubar mac 
Nessa and his death; which latter event is given by one 
tract as occurring on the same day as the death of Christ. 
Another, probably more authentic, but certainly less dra- 
matic, version dates Conchufaar’s death as occurring two 
hundred years before the opening of the Christian Era. 

The stories comprising the Fionn Cycle are usually con- 
sidered to be later in date than the Red-Branch Saga. 
They appear to me to be very much earlier. In the Red- 
Branch Stories Conchubar and every hero whatever of his 
period rides in a chariot. His arms and his horses are the 
hero’s most cherished possessions, and his Charioteer is in- 
variably the hero’s dearest friend; very often his foster- 
brother, than which no nearer or dearer relationship can 
be imagined in ancient Ireland. 

Nor, in this Saga, is there any suggestion, or hint or sur- 


mise that there ever was a period in which the horse was 
not plentiful in that country ; and even less so that there 
ever was a time in which there could possibly have been 
no horses at all in Ireland. Yet, in the Ireland of the Fionn 
Saga no horse is ever mentioned, nor is there any sugges- 
tion that such an animal existed. 

When Fionn, or any of his champions wish to go any- 
where they go there awalking. When they hunt, (and they 
are almost never not hunting) they hunt on foot. When 
the High King of Ireland himself goes awooing, or awar- 
ring, he wooes and he wars afoot. 

The Fionn dramas proper took place in an horseless 
Ireland. They must have been enacted in an era vastly 
pre-Christian, and it should be a nice business for the 
detective-scholar to try even to imagine a date for that 
lost epoch. 

These are the stories that are told, and the beings that 
are told of, in ^'The Return of the Hero.” 

When a book written by one person is attributed to an- 
other it should not be impossible to arrive at some con- 
clusion as to the disputed authorship. There are certain 
passages in every work that ^^give the writer away.” Nar- 
rative and even dialogue may be written by anybody ; for 
they are less idiomatic of the writer than of the period 
they are written in, but the passages called ^^descriptive” 
are the author’s own, and exhibit his personal idiom. 

In these the writer is no longer bothering with a story; 
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he is not even hampered with a thou^t. He is writing 
^rom himself, and, strange as it may seem, about himself. 

The description of sunrise, of the clouds, of a seascape, 
the description of an object seen, of an emotion felt, or of 
a thought pondered, by any true writer is different from 
the same description however it may be given by any- 
body else. And in a case of contested attribution it should 
only be necessary to contrast descriptive passages from 
the debated work with similar passages from a book writ- 
ten by the suggested author to come to a fairly reliable 
conclusion as to whether the two works are, or are not, by 
the same hand. 

The “descriptive” passages to which I refer are to a 
great extent analogous to the cadenza as used by most fine 
musicians. In this latter case the cadenza proves nothing 
musically, except (and ’tis a large exception) the musi- 
cianship of the composer and executant: so with those 
descriptive passages for the writer: they do not aid or 
abet his narrative: they only prove his writership. 

In so far as the mere narrative is concerned (and for a 
writer the narrative is, or should be, always “mere”) these 
passages could be deleted, and their absence would be un- 
noticed save by the rare judicious reader who knows that 
a story does not exist by narrative alone, ami that, with 
the loss of these passages a glory has departed from the 
tale; a something incalculable and priceless and irreplace- 
able is gone— in short, the author himself has disap- 
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peared, and all that remains might conceivably have been 
contrived by an animated t3^ing machine. 

Alas for the “purple passage ” ! , for it is of that royal 
and lapsed splendour that I speak. It is no more ! It ceased 
to be when the young men from the public schools dis- 
covered that they were not able to write it. It has been 
exiled from Cambridge to Coventry, and a semi-idiocy 
called “humour,” the natural secretion of the schoolboy 
and the yokel, reigns in its stead ! 

At the time that this controversy arose I, by using the 
above paralleling method, was able to prove triumphantly, 
but to the satisfaction of no man, that I could not pos- 
sibly be the author in question. Shortly afterwards, how- 
ever, the name of Darrell Figgis became connected with 
the work, and I was relieved from all further suspicion. 

But, pursuing the same method of descriptive parallels, 
it seemed to me then, as it seems to me now, just as diffi- - 
cult to credit that Mr. Figgis could be the author of this 
work as that I myself was. 

“The Return of the Hero” does not exhibit any of the 
characteristics of Mr. Figgis’ ordinary writing. Not only 
does its literary form fail to coincide with the known 
work of Mr. Figgis, but temperamentally it differs from 
Mr. Figgis himself; and, at that date, it seemed to me 
impossible that a man should write with any success from 
a temperamental basis other than his own. 

There are, I think, only two cases known to literature 
in which such a miracle as temperamental substitution is 
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considered to bave occurred. One is the case of the Shake- 
S|)eare who is alleged to have written Bacon^s essays^ or 
the Bacon who is counter-alleged to have created the 
Shakespearean drama. The other is the case of William 
Sharpj an excellent journalistic writer who for some years 
turned his practiced and able pen to many kinds of 
literary production, but in whose total of work done there 
is a four- or five-year interlude wherein a low-vitality work 
ceased, and a creative effort of an intensely higher order 
took its place, but signed with the pseudonym Fiona 
McLeod instead of the name William Sharp. 

If Bacon wrote the plays signed Shakespeare, if William 
Sharp wrote the books signed Fiona McLeod, or if Dar- 
rell Figgis wrote ^^The Return of the Hero/’ then literary 
criticism stands bafSed, and we must admit that occasions 
can arise in which the impossible becomes possible, and 
the unbelievable is to be credited. 

III?' ■■ James-. SxEFHEm''' ■ 
4th May, 1930 
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INTRODUCTION 


JLhe Return of the Hero, Iikb ihe 
Private Life of Helen of Troy, is a modernization of 
ancient material : back of it is a dialogue of ancient com- 
still current amongst Gaelic-speakers in Ire- 
The Colloquy of Oisin and Saint Patrick.” 

with which Saint Patrick and the 


position but 
land, 

“The spirit of banter 
Church are treated,” says Dr. Douglas Hyde in his “Story 
of Early Gaelic Literature,” “in which the fun just stops 
short of irreverence, is mediaeval, not a primitive trait; 
more characteristic ... of the twelfth than of any succeed- 
ing century.” Dr. Hyde goes on to say, “The dialogue be- 
tween Saint Patrick and Oisin ... is quite dramatic in 
form. Even the reciters of the present day feel this, and 
I have heard the censorious, self-satisfied tone of Patrick, 
and the vindictive whine of the half-starved old man, 
reproduced with considerable humour by the reciter.’ 
are some oassages from the actual dialogue; 


Because of the amusement he had with the houndSj and 
for attending the (bardic) schools each day, and 
because he took no heed of Godj Finn of the 
Fenians is in bonds. 

Misery attend thee, old man, who speakest words of 
madness, 

God is better for one hour than all the Fenians of Erin, 

OISIN 

0 Patrick of the crooked crozier, who makes! me that 
impertinent answer, thy crozier w’ould be atoms 
were Oscar present. 

Were my son and God hand to hand on Knock-na-veen, 
if I saw my son down, it is then I would say that 
God was a strong man. 

How could it be that God and his clerics could be 
better men than Finn, the chief King of the 
Fenians, the generous one who was without blemish. 

AH the qualities that you and your clerics say are ac- 
cording to the rule of the King of the Stars, Finn’s 
Fenians had them all, and they must now be stoutly 
seated in God’s heaven. 

Were there a place, above or below, better than heaven, 
’tis there Finn would go, and all the Fenians he 
had. . . . We, the Fenians, never used to tell an un- 
truth ; ^ lie was never attributed to us. By truth 
and strength of our hands we used to come safe 
out of every danger. ... It is a good claim I have 
against your God, me to be amongst his clerics as 
I am, without food, without clothing or music, 
without bestowing gold on bards. 

Without bathing, without hunting, without Finn, with- 
out courting generous women, without sport, with- 
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out sitting in my place as it was due, without learn- 

Tiie Oisin cycle of poetry and stones, of which the 
^'^Colloquy of Oisin and Saint Patrick'^ is a part, is re- 
markable for being, the earliest- examples in European lit- 
erature of a feeling for nature — for the colors of the 
seasons, the movements of animals, the song of birds. 
The following poem, traditionally ascribed to Oisin him- 
self, reveals this, the most delightful side, of that poetry : 

The desire of my hero who feared no foe, 

Was to listen all day to Drumder rig’s sound, 

To sleep by the roar of Assaroe, 

And to follow the dun deer round and round. 

The warbling of blackbirds in letter Lee, 

The strand where the billows of Ruree fall, 

The bellowing ox upon wild Moy-me, 

The lowing of calves upon Gien-da-VauL 

The blast of a horn round Slieve Grot, 

The bleat of the fawn upon Cua’s piain, 

The sea-bird’s cry in a lonely spot, 

The croak of the raven above the slain. 

The thud of the waves on his bark afar, 

The yelp of the pack as they round Drumliss, 

The baying of Bran upon Knock-in-ar, 

The murmur of fountains below Slieve Mis. 
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The call of Oscar upon the chase, 

The tongue of the hounds on the Fenians^ plain^ 
Then a seat with the men of the bardic race — 

Of these delights was my hero fain. 

Ail the excerpts given are in Dr. Douglas Hyde^s trans- 
lation, and are from his ^^Story of Early Gaelic Literature.” 

The traditional figures ’who have to be kept in mind 
while reading The Return of the Hero are Finn Mac- 
cumhal, the head of an heroic companionship, Oisin, Ms 
son, and Oscar, Oisin’s son (it is odd to note that the 
name Oscar, now associated with German and Scandi- 
navian people was originally an Irish heroic name). After 
dominating the kings of Ireland for generations, the heroic 
companionsMp, the Fianna or Fenians of Ireland, has 
been overthrown by the King of Ireland at the battle of 
Gabhra. Oscar has been slain, Finn has gone from the 
land of the living, and Oisin goes into Tir-na-nOg, the 
Land of Youth, with Niamh, an immortal. Oisin returns 
after two hundred years, to an Ireland in which heroism 
is no longer a quality to be exulted in and in which the 
asceticism of Christianity is a force. The confrontation 
of Saint Patrick and Oisin is then the confrontation of 
the old European pagan world with the new world of 
Christianity, and what passes between them is the very 
essence of the drama of ideas. 

The Colloquy represents the animus of the conquered 
Pagan schools — the Bardic schools — ^against Christianity 
and against the monastic establisliments. Oisin is un- 
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doubtedly the hero of the dialogue: the words in which 
Saint Patrick could reply to the brags of Paganism are 
never uttered ; he might have spoken of the burnt towns, 
the youths made captive, the slaughter which he himself 
saw when the kings of Ireland’s heroic age raided into 
Roman Britain. But this side of the heroic life is not re- 
ferred to in the dialogue, which represents the opposition 
to clerical power which has always existed in Ireland. 

The Return of the Hero was published in 1923 under 
a pseudonym — Michael Ireland. But the book was writ- 
ten some four or five years before that date — ^it was 
written in the period of guerilla warfare in Ireland, when 
a movement of young and very hopeful men had created 
in the country fighting bands that had some resemblance 
to the ancient Fianna — the more so through the fact that 
they were often led by poets. In that movement the writer 
of this book participated. It was he who, just at the com- 
mencement of the European war, had purchased in Ger- 
many and had helped to run into Ireland, the first supply 
of rifles for the Irish Volunteers. He became an organizer 
for the Volunteers. On the outbreak of the insurrection in 
Dublin he was arrested and imprisoned by the British 
authorities. On his release he became the editor of a 
revolutionary journal. He was given a place in the council 
of revolutionary Sinn Fein, but was not quite trusted by 
one of the leaders of Sinn Fein, Michael Collins, who 
deposed him during a second imprisonment. 

He was accepted by Arthur Griffith who made him chair- 
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man of the committee which drafted the Constittition for 
the Irish Free State. Member of the revolutionary and 
proscribed Dali Eireann he became a deputy to the Daii 
that was the legislative and executive body of the Irish 
Free State ; in his capacity as deputy he interested him- 
self in the industrial development of the new state, and 
remained head of an Industrial Research Commission 
which had been founded in the days of guerilla warfare. 
He went on writing books, amongst others a book on 
William Blake’s drawings. During the year that The 
Return of the Hero was published disaster began to dog 
this brilliant and versatile man. His wife shot herself. He 
rallied from this terrible blow. Still holding his seat as 
deputy to Bail Eireann he finished Ms work on Blake. 
Then another disaster befell him, and he ended his life 
by Ms own act. 

Darrell Figgis, although a comparatively young man 
has a long list of books to his name, the best of them 
being imaginative works dealing with Ms vision of Irish 
life — Children of the Earth, a novel about the West 
of Ireland, in which storm and landscape are magnifi- 
cently rendered, and a volume of poems about the place 
where he resided — Songs of Acaill. His Annals of the 
Irish Wars, published after his death, is a valuable ac- 
count of a successful revolutionary movement. He was 
a man who tried to be many things, but he was constant 
in being one thing — a great lover of Ireland and the 
Irish tradition. 
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TEE FIRST BOOK 


1 HE C O R N E E S T O N E O E G R A N I T E 


Fip 

-Ih 


, ' >ip sight was most remarkable. Sights are 
always, and perhaps only, remarkable when they require 
explanation. This sight required explanation. 

Precisely twelve men stood in a half-circle around a 
block of granite, in a valley which, because of the exceed- 
ing beauty of the song of multitudes of thrushes, to 
which its peculiar properties gave a rich depth and pas- 
sion, had been named Gleann-na-SmoI by the first human 
traveller that had wandered that way in the beginning of 
time. The block of granite was vast. It was hewn square 
and trimmed craftily. It stood exactly in the corner of a 


of gravel at the base of the mountain-side. It lay grey 
and comely in the soft evening light, shining against the 
orange gravel clearing that stretched like an inhuman 
wound by the pale green of the verdure into which it 
had been cut. 

Certain signs of recent removal lay about it— severed 
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strands of coarsely-twisted ropcj splintered timber and 
torn clothing stained with blood. The grass below it ha4 
been trampled into mire. Yet the twelve metij standing in 
a half-circlej did not look triumphant, as at a task finely 
accomplished. They did not even look cross, like men 
well rid at last of one vexed work. One and all, they had 
the look of men in a dream, snared by some inner mystery 
that had left them astonished. 

They were of all sorts and sizes, these twelve men. 
There were young men in the flower of youth. There were 
old men, chewing the withered fruit of wisdom. There 
were middle-aged men, who, being neither intoxicated by 
the fragrance of flowers nor reflective with the bitter- 
sweetness of their chewing, had a hard and grim expres- 
sion on their faces. There were tail men. There were 
no short men, but there were men not so tall as others. 
They were all sweating, and they were all bemused, a 
state of the body and a state of the mind that are not 
often found at the one moment together among men — 
or, for that matter, among women. 

Then one of them spoke. He was a middle-aged man, 
which accounted for his being the first to revive. He was, 
in fact, the most middle-aged of all the men. The signs 
of his revival were the cross and cantankerous lines that 
appeared across his brows. And this was what he said: 

^Tf I were in drink now I^d have said 

He did not complete his sentence. He fell back into 
the silence from which he had risen, and the cross and 


cantankerous lines were washed out by the original won- 
^der of his reflections. The evening forgot his deep, re- 
sounding complaint. No one spoke. No one stirred. 

Then at last an old man. -said: 

^^What would you have said, Conan 

'Tt is no matter/’ the other replied, ^'what I would 
have said. I would have said it just the same/’ 

wouldn’t doubt you,” said the next oldest of the 
middle-aged men along the line. ^^'Not but what I wouldn’t 
have done the same.” 

But the first speaker said nothing, and remained lost 
in the power of the light that had apparently lured his 
eyes. Notwithstanding this, the silence was now restless. 
It was like the silence of a sleeper first stirring himself 
into life, lying on the borderline of sleep and wakeful* 
ness. The restlessness passed over the twelve men in 
waves till at last a young man burst into speech. He 
was a very young man. His face was sanguine; it was 
also pleasantly sunburnt; and his voice, that cried out 
abruptly, was full of the infinite yearning always asso- 
ciated with his time of life. He said : 

'T agree with Conan. Where is the beautiful hero that 
came riding out of the western world on a steed of sur- 
passing vigour?” 

All the others looked askance at him, awkwardly, when 
he made this sudden exclamation. 

^There doesn’t be' such things,” said the most middle- 



aged laan aiBong thera, wbo aaci been caiieci uonan. ahu 

anyway, it’s against religion to believe that there is. r 
This was a most remarkable saying. For whereas all 
the young men of the twelve looked as if they weie re- 
ligious in one way, and whereas all the old men looked 
religious in another way, none of the middle-aged men 
if thev were religious in any way at all. They 


all looked too beset with merely woriaiy care, anu uua 
was especially true of the speaker. So that it was not sur- 
prising when an old man said : 

“All harm from him, anyway, whether or no. Wed 
have been another week getting that old block of a stone 
into its place but for him.” 

“That’s true,” said one, looking at his torn vest and 
bruised arm. 

“It’s true without doubt,” said another, looking at the 
shaft of a broken pole he still held in his hand. 

“Haven’t we the proof of him?” said a third, about 
whose arms were still coiled the strands of severed rope. 

“He came with a face like the dawn of day,” said the 
first young man- “He came with hair like the rays of the 
sun and with eyes bright and blue like the sky. There 
were never flowers like the colour of the clothes he wore. 
His steed was powerful and vigorous like original strength. 
He filled the valley with his presence when he came cours- 
ing down the ways of the world.” 

“How he laughed when he saw us toiling with that old 
boulder,” said an old man. “ ‘Is this the kind of men 
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there are in Ireland now ?’ says he. ‘Wait till I set it for 
^ou,’ says he.” 

“His voice was the music all other musics seek to be,” 
said a young man quite ecstatically, and then became 
suddenly silent. 

And an old man said: 

“He came beside me like a mountain for height and 
the west wind for speed. He lifted the cornerstone in his 
two hands and threw it where it is now with one turn of 
his hands and be leaning out from his saddle over the side 
of his steed. Didn’t I near fall with the power of my 
strength gone from the cornerstone?” 

“That is all very well,” said a middle-aged man. “But 
where is he now? Will you tell me that?” 

“He went through the air with that clap of thunder,” 
said a young man. 

“Will you have sense and not be for ever talking?” said 
an old man. “That was no clap of thunder. That was the 
bursting of his saddle-girth with the weight of the boulder. 
Didn’t I see him with these two eyes put out that proper 
leg of his to steady himself on the earth ajjd leap back to his 
place, the way he wouldn’t fall ? Clap of thunder, indeed ! 
’Tis the chief fault of young men that they are young.” 

“It may be,” said the young man. “But I heard a lament 
like all the sorrows of the world crying out . . 

He got no further. He was interrupted by Conan, the 
most middle-aged man of them all. 

“There doesn’t be such things. It’s against religion to 
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say there is. And if there is itself, who’d believe us? And 
if there were any to believe us, who’d own it? It was^ 
ourselves put that cornerstone for the new church where 
it is. True or false, it’ll be a likelier tale for us to bear 
if we all say the same thing . . .” 

At this precise moment a prodigious groan broke out 
from behind them. It was like the bellow of a deer driven 
to bay and beset by hounds, for though it was full of 
pain, it was, however, majestic and most musical. All the 
twelve men, with their different sorts and sizes, and ac- 
cording to their different heights and manners and speeds 
and temperaments, at once turned round together. And 
there, stretched upon the grass, lay a man of enormous 
age and stature. His groan had been caused by his efforts 
to raise himself to a sitting position. 

II 

O I S I N 

The XWEI.VE men gathered round the curious 
figure stretched on the grass. With remarkable agreement 
they let their astonishment emerge through their open 
mouths ; and as they kept their mouths open while the 
stretched figure was occupied, with the most alarming 
groans, in lifting himself upon his arms, it is to be con- 
cluded that their astonishment did not cease to issue 
during all that time. 


■'^/■^Never/coHld'iiiiagiiiatioB have conceived an ''appearance' 
:'of, such; age as that figure presented. A longj untidy beard 
;'of.' the ''purest; white''' flowed down overdiis'. breast ■l'ike:''a.. 
' stream, of snow among withered winter flowers., There.were : 
.'..more liiiesj.,pu'ckers''and wrinkles on the leathery .■'skin,'„of''' 
his face than an astrologer could have devised in drawing 
the most complicated horoscope. His white, abundant hair 
still sw'ept the grass gently as he lifted himself painfully 
upon his elbows. He was inconceivably withered and 
shrunken, and Ms skin hung in loose folds about him. He 
looked as if his frame, through long periods of time, had 
retreated upon itself, shuddering as it went. Yet, shrunken 
though he was, and withered though he was, it was ap- 
parent that he was fully more than twice as tall as the tall- 
est of the twelve men. 

His clothes were as aged as himself. They were not 
worn ; they were merely withered. They were not frayed 
with use ; they were simply faded with time. They were 
like flowers that still recalled Summer’s profusion of col- 
our though at the point of crumbling into original dust. A 
mantle fell over his shoulders that unquestipnably had one 
time been purple. It fell to his ankles, and opened in front 
to display a silken tunic embroidered with gold. This tunic 
was now cream, though it may once have been white, and 
the embroidery was wrought in sinuous whorls that flowed 
endlessly and gracefully and returned upon their begin- 
ning, The gold was faded. It was, in fact, old gold. The 
tunic fell to Ms knees, and was caught about Ms waist with 
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a golden girdle wrought and jewelled to match the great 
brooch that clasped the mantle upon his left shoulder. 
Beneath the tunic was a vest of many colours, all faded 
now like the dreams of youthful splendour. His shoes were 
also shrunken and withered. They were held together in 
comely shape by the silver chasing with which they had 
been worked, and which now tore the retreated leather. 
Yet they had not retreated as fast or as far as the feet 
within them, for they hung loosely at the end of the bony 
from which the windings had fallen, and were 
coiled about the ankles. In like manner the band of goW 
that had clasped his brow had fallen off, and lay at a dis- 
tance on the grass. 

“In the name of God,” said the oldest of the twelve men, 
devoutly crossing himself,” what is this at all? ^ 

“The saints preserve us,” said Conan, the middle-age 
man, also crossing himself, “but therell be trouble on the 

head of this day, I suppose.” 

“Where is the beautiful hero that came riding from the 

western world?” said the youngest of the twelve men. 

After these remarkable sayings the silence was only 
broken by the woeful creaking of aged joints as the 
stranger succeeded at last in poising himself 

He then attentively regarded the twelve men. T ey 
were restive under that regard, for the wonder it expressed 

was the wonder of a scornful mind. 

The stranger opened his wrinkled lips to speak, nt a 
first there only came from them a sound like the western 



wtod through Winter’s woods. Twice he essayed to govern 
that rushing sound, and then these words were framed In 
a mighty whisper : 

“This should be Gleann-na-SmoI, but who are ye at all ? 

” said an old man, and repeated. 
■ ' heartily welcome, whoever 

we’ll know some time, and it wouldn’t 


“Good neighbours 
“Good neighbours. You’re very 

you are. I suppose ' 

be right to trouble you now.” 

“Dare you ask who I am?” said the stranger, and the 
twelve men were shaken by the sudden bellow of his in- 
dignation. “I am Oisin.” 

“Didn’t I say,” said Conan, the middle-aged man, “drat 
there’d be trouble on the head of this day?” He did not 
speak in protest. He spoke with religious resignation. 

“Which Oisin might that be?” said the same old man. 
who had spoken before. “It isn’t a familiar name in this, 
part of the country, though it’s a very good name.” 

The stranger who was called Oisin looked at him in 
astonishment. “Ah, the Battle of Gabhra ruined us, and 
those who lived after didn’t escape the Battle of Cnoc- 
an-Air,” he said, and he fell into lamentations that lasted 
a considerable time. 

The twelve men courteously did not break in upon 
those lamentations, and it was as weU they did not, for 
they would not have been able to make themselves heard.. 
-nriiAn thp fitranser’s sorrow had somewhat abated 
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“Is this Ireland of the heroes and the mighty men ?” 

“I suppose it is,” said Conan distressfully. 

“It is Ireland, anyway,” said an old man with con- 
viction. 

“It is Ireland, O Oisin,” a young man said simply and 
proudly. 

Oisin looked long at the last speaker, and were his gaze 
divisible into parts, one-third of those parts would have 
uttered approval, whereas two-thirds would have been 
loud with scorn. Those aged eyes became almost young 
again as they flashed inspection of the youth from crown 
to toe. Then the aged head shook from side to side in a 
dejected manner. 

“It is not as it was in my time, for Banba is dimin- 
ished, and Fodhla is shorn of her beauty. The vigour of 
youth, where is it, and where have they fled, the splendour 
and stature of men in their strength? Has the oak become 
like the ash, and does the elm sway like the spruce that 
the tribes of Ir and of Eireamhoin should have passed into 
the likeness of these twelve mannikins that I see before 
me? Is the eagle^of Gullion become a kite, and is the 
hawk no more than a magpie? Ochone, O Finn, my father, 
Finn the wise, the son of the mighty Cumhal. Ochone, O 
Oscar, my darling, who slew slim Meargach of the spears 
when there was none other to prevail against him. And 
ochone, O Caoilte, my comrade, and the ranks of the 
great Fianna. Would that I were with ye wherever ye 
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are, instead of in the company of these mannikins, for 
^weet Eire was littler to us in a single day’s hunting than 
Gieann-na-Smol is great to them. Where shall I find you, 
O Heroes, and where are you to be discovered, O Mighty 
Men? Ochone, that I am from you, and ochone, that I 
am left after.” 

It was in this manner that he made lament for a little 
while; and as he did so, the oldest of the twelve men 
drew near to him. 

“Is it of the Fianna of Ireland you speak?” said this 
oldest man. “And were you indeed of that company?” 

Oisin made no answer, but looked at him in sorrow- 
ful pride. 

“Because,” continued the old man, “it is many hun- 
dreds of years since they were in Ireland, by all accounts.” 

Oisin looked at him in stern reproof. “We,” he thun- 
dered, “the Fianna that is, never used to tell untruth, and 
falsehood was never attributed to us. By truth and the 
might of our hands we came safe out of every conflict. 
There were but few left after the woeful field of Gabhra, 
but take me to them, for it is plain to see that ye are but 
of the Fir Bolg and the sprites and lying goblins of the 
glens.” 

Even as he spoke he heard the thin sound of a bell be- 
hind him; and as all the twelve men were looking that 
way, he, too, turned to see what it might be had attracted 
their attention. 


It was now at the moment of sunset. Long 
streamers from the departing sun beyond the hills pierced 
the gathered clouds with bars of gold. Over a sky of 
pearl these clouds were scattered in lines of radiant col- 
our. At the zenith they melted away in violets that es- 
caped the eye, while the crests were dark and purple* 
Further to the west they were clustered in bunches of 
tenderest rose and flamboyant and flaming red, like fes- 
tival banners swaying to and fro. These were succeeded 
by lines of saffron, interlaced with burning orange and 
purest yellow, rank upon rank in gathered and ordered 
array, shining against a green sky as limpid as the sea 
when it is calm, and light first wakes in the air. 

Such profusion of colour had never been seen. But then 
this was not surprising, for it was just that season of the 
year when these^ effects are to be observed in their most 
beautiful expression.The nearer the clouds were to the sun 
the brighter and more beautiful they were. 

Yet, the men in the valley below did not notice this 
changing display. Oisin was turned about on his arm, and 
they were all looking the one way, where, through a path in 
the woods, a slow procession started to come. 

To Oisin it seemed that he had never seen anything 
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more remarkable than this procession. It was led by di- 
minutive children in white robes. Their shrill voices were 
singing a most mournful tune with incredible slowness. 
They were followed by bearded men, also in white robes 
and also singing, whose voices mixed incongruously with 
the piercing tones of the children. It was not a dirge they 
were singing. It had not the splendour, nor the abandon, of 
a dirge. But it was very like a dirge. Other children came, 
swinging golden vessels, and Oisin’s nostrils were assailed 
by a sharp aromatic odour. 

Then other men followed, who had heavily brocaded 
decorations thrown over their white robes lilte the armour 
worn by warriors overseas who were not quick enough to 
avoid the lurching spear. Chief among these he noticed one 
of grave and dignified aspect. In his right hand he carried 
a strange weapon, the like of which Oisin had never seen. 
For the greater part of its length it was shaped like a 
spear, except that it was too weighty for the man, who 
bore it with difficulty. Besides, it was curved into a pattern 
at the top, and whoever saw a spear curved into a pattern 
where it should have been barbed and $harp? It might 
have been a shepherd’s crook, to which it bore a distant 
resemblance. But whoever saw a shepherd’s crook wrought 
in costly gold, and of so unwieldy a size? 

It was the helmet this man wore that caused Oisin to 
omit an acrid token of his disgust. For it was shaped like 
a shovel — ^it was shaped like two shovels laid base to base, 
with a space between their points open to any skipping 
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swordsman. Besides, whoever heard of a helmet woven of 
doth and tricked out with gold lace? So Oisin concluded, 
that, whoever this man was, and whoever were his com» 
panions, they were all players of a part, and not engaged 
in any reality. 

Yet there was something about his man that moved to 
respect. He was the tallest man Oisin had yet seen, and he 
bore his body with the authority of a noble mind.^ A grey, 
pointed beard flowed down to the arch of the solar plexus ; 
for, as a warrior, Oisin had already noted carefully where 
the solar plexus was. His eyes also were grey. They were 
grey like a well-tempered sword, and their glance was as 
menacing when the pensive lids lifted, and the grey eyes 
flashed towards him in enquiry. Decidedly this was an 
unusual man, and Oisin quickened with affection for him. 

Just then he heard a noise from the twelve men, and he 
turned to see them all sink on their knees. Oisin had never 
seen men in that position, and it seemed to him that there 
was something very offensive in the attitude. Their hands, 
too, were placed palm to palm together, and held up in 
front of their nf^ses. It was a curious and even insulting 
gesture, and Oisin could not explain it to himself. Some of 
their thumbs appeared to be pressed against the orifice of 
their nostrils, and that made the gesture all the worse. 

Men, Oisin thought, may be senseless without reason, 

^ Based as this book is on the finest historical research, it is to be 
hoped that this will bring to peace the unworthy suggestion 
that the Blessed St* Patrick was a short man and that he wore 
no beard. 
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blit they are never senseless without cause; and he con- 
|Iiitted that they had an enmity- against the man in the 
■shovel-shaped helmet, and -wished to insult him. This 
tiled him with the strongest mdignation* He could hardly 
■ contain Ms aiiger. He sprang to 'Ms feet so as to be in that 
proper attitude of equality which is at the heart of all true 
respect. He lifted his naked right hand above his head, 
palm outward, in greeting. That is to say, he expected to 
be able to do so with a bound as swift as thought, as be- 
hooved a proven warrior ; but as a matter of fact he raised 
himself slowly and vrith great difficulty, and the crackling 
of his joints sounded like fire racing through Autumn 
woods. It was some time before he succeeded in putting 
his intention into effect. 

The result was surprising. When the winding procession 
heard that crackling it stopped in dismay. Every man and 
every child looked with horror towards him as he raised 
his grey and withered length aloft. There was terror in 
every eye as he lifted his bony arm over his head. The 
dirge ceased to be heard. The golden vessels ceased to 
swing. The ranks were broken, and men a^d children were 
huddled together. Then through the stricken silence they 
heard these words shouted in an uneartMy and resound- 
ing voice: 

“Hail, O noble hero and distinguished leader of men, 
for that in truth I perceive thou art/’ 

At that sound all the procession broke, and men and 
children fled into the woods with loud cries, leaving Mm 



of the shovel-helmet standing alone. It did not cause Oisin 
any surprise that this man should not know fear. Fear was 
for slaves, and this man was no slave. He moved towards 
him, and he saw the other change his quaint weapon into 
his left hand, and, with right hand aloft, come near him, 
while he said in a mild and beneficent tone ; 

am no hero, neither am I a leader of men.The least of 
the Lord^s disciples is greater than I.’’ 

At this a frown appeared on Oisin’s countenance like a 
shadow, and he answered sternly: 

“We, the Fianna of Ireland, never did use stratagems. 
Falsehood was never attributed to us. By truth and the 
might of our hands we came safe out of every conflict/^ 
The grey eyes of the other flashed with anger at this, like 
the eyes of one not accustomed to brook opposition. Then 
as he looked on Oisin, and saw a man without fear, a deli- 
cate flush mounted into his pale cheeks. And finally his 
austere features relaxed into a smile. 

“We speak,’’ he said, “of different things,’^ 

“Stratagems,” Oisin answered, “are the falsehoods of 
action, and f als&oods are the stratagems of the soul. They 
are the twin-children of fear. They are the habit of weak 
men and of slaves. Never man bore himself as you do but 
knew he was leader of men. Tell me, then, what name you 
bear, and from what Tuath of Ireland you come, for there 
is no Tuath of the Five-fifths of Ireland unknown to me.” 
“I am Padraic mac Alphurn,” the other replied. “I am 


the bearer of glad tidings from the God of the Secret Hosts 
of Heaven to this land of Ireland.” 

* “A druid, then,” Oisin said. “I greet you, 0 druid. I am 
Oisin mac Fhinn mhic Chumhail, of the Fianna of 
Ireland.” 

“I have heard of the Fianna of Ireland,” answered Pa- 
draic mac Alphurn. “I have heard of you too, O Oisin.” 
And he looked curiously on him. 


T H E M E E T I N G OF THE TWAIN 

As THEY STOOD, EACH of them weighing the other 
in the scales of silence, Oisin suddenly noticed the twelve 
men. Their bodies still rested on their knees, and their 
were still placed, palm to palm, in front of their 
noses. A violent rage took hold of him to think that they 
should persist in their insult to this decent druid. The 
nearest to him of them all was Conan, the middle-aged 
man; and Oisin noted that his eyes were closed and that 
his lips were moving, clearly in some malediction, for who 
that had anything good to say feared to say it aloud? So 
he lifted his hand and struck Conan with such force that 
he was stretched senseless on his back fully ten feet away. 

“Why do you strike the poor man?” asked Padraic mac 
Alphurn. “He did you no harm, O Oisin.” 

“Because he insulted you, 0 Padraic mac Alphurn, by 



getting off his feet, and by putting his hands before his 
nose in that manner/^ Oisin answered proudly. ^^And be- 
cause it is the habit of the Fiamia that an insult to one is 
an outrage to 

“But he did this in respect to me/’ Padraic explained. 

“No man does respect to another when he makes him- 
self look ridiculous/’ Oisin answered. “It was never said of 
the race of Baoiscne that they consented to be made ri- 
diculous by the antics of foolish men. Begone, slaves/’ he 
shouted, “for well I know you are slaves when you act 
like slaves.” 

His rage was so great, and his manner so threatening, 
that the eleven men hurriedly rose to their feet and fled. 
But the very oldest man and the very youngest man did 
not go so hastily as the others. They paused to drag their 
senseless companion with them. 

So Oisin and Padraic were left alone in the gathering 
dusk, while night hung mantles of blue about the hills and 
about the woods. Padraic had been considerably aston- 
ished at the rage that had seized Oisin, but he was ren- 
dered helpless in the knowledge that this rage was in his 

f 

own behalf. And there was something in Oisin’s anger that 
appealed to him strongly. So, to right himself in his own 
eyes, he addressed this question to Oisin with the greatest 
possible dignity : 

“You say that you are of the Fiamia of Ireland?” 

“Of the Fianna of Ireland am I. Am I not Oisin, the son 
of Finn, the son of Cumbal, the son of Trenmor, the son 



of Subhalt, the son of Baoiscne, of the offspring of 
Nuada Necht ?” He spoke with the simple conviction of 
high lineage. 

“Then how come you to Ireland now?” Padraic asked 
again.\- 

For some minutes Oisin did not answer. The question 
seemed to bring back painful memories. He stood like a 
man dazed by those memories. Then he remembered that 
he was hungry. He strode over to a rowan-tree by the edge 
of the wood, and plucking a branch, he put the berries 

into his mouth as he answered; 

“That is a question long to answer,” he said. “I will rest 
with you this night, and we will feast together. We will 
drink mead together, and we will drink beer together, anc 
we will be drunk together for all this night. For we an 
well met. And to-morrow I will tell you my tale. And thei 
I will go search out Finn, my father, and the genth 
Caoilte, my comrade.” 

“You will rest with me and welcome,” said Padraic. 

.And the two of them went side by side into the wood 
under the darkness that had now filled up all the eartl 


lie following morning dawn came and 
stood in the room where Oisin slept, and Oisin woke at 
once and turned to greet his old comrade. For a space, 
grey eye looked into grey eye. Then bewilderment came, 
and then consternation, Oisin glanced to right and left in 
the grey light. He gazed at the roof and at the floor. Then 
he looked at his bed, and in so doing, noticed the beard 
upon his breast. He lifted this beard in his fingers and let 
it fall again, and finally pulled it gently in order to assure 
himself of its attachment to his own chin. 

His consternation was extreme. So extreme was it that 
he put out his hand and seized a quaintly carved chair that 
stood near his bed and hurled it at the far wall, where it 
parted the exquisitely-fitted oaken timbering and fell in 
splinters on the oaken floor. So extreme was it that he then 
put out his hand and seized a sturdy three-legged stool 
and flung it at the opposite corner, where it parted the tim- 
bering and stuck there, held by one of its three legs. Hav- 


ing nothing further to fling he lay back in his bed and 
tossed his body to and fro till the bed creaked in pain. 

This sudden commotion was answered by another com- 
motion in the adjoining room, and a man rushed in, 
pulling a grey habit about him, his hair tossed and his eyes 
bleared with sleep. 

“What are you doing, O Oisin?” said this man. “You 
disturbed me at my prayers.” 

Oisin looked at him sorrowfully, and said: 

“Am I Oisin the son of Finn, the son of Cumhal, of the 
race of Baoiscne? Answer me.” 

“You told us last night that you were,” the other replied, 
“and we believed you, O hero.” 

“And am I then a hero ?” Oisin asked dully. 

“I believe you are a hero indeed, because a hero was 
long wanted,” the other said, without any attempt to ex- 
plain his mysterious words. 

“In the grey of morning a man would believe anything, 
and a man would disbelieve anything,” Oisin said. He 
seemed very old now because of the emptiness of his in- 
terest in the world. “In the grey of morning a man is not 
a man, for he is either a hero or a slave. Man is like a 
shield. On the fore part is wrought the secret sign of his 
splendour. In the hind part are hidden joints of the 
smithy’s workmanship. During sleep the shield is cast in 
the air, and it is his luck which side will fall uppermost 
when he wakes. And you, what is your name, and what is 
your craft? Tell me.” 


name is Brogan, and I am seumkaidhe to my 
master, Padraic mac Alphurn. I am of his household/’ 

^^The druid,” said Oisin with new interest. ^^Bring me to 
him, for he may loosen the spells that are on me.” 

‘^You must not call him druid,” Brogan said in a tone 
of alarm. “He is not a druid. He is a bishop, and wars 
against druids.” 

“What is this bishop? It is a thing I know not. He bid 
me know last night he was a druid, and now you tell me he 
is a bishop. What is this bishop?” 

Brogan thought a little, and then said conclusively: 

“A bishop is a bishop. He is the headman of his people, 
and the father of his children in the spirit. There are as 
many kinds of bishops as there are many kinds of men, 
but in so far as he is a bishop he is a bishop. There is no 
more to be said. Himself will tell you more of these things, 
for we are as yet young in the new belief, and little 
skilled in its learning. Only do not call him druid, O hero. 
Himself is temperate, for he is unlearned in books and 
wise with men. But there are others. There is Auxilius, his 
sister’s son, a y^ung man and vigorous. He is called Aux- 
ilius because of his zeal; but zeal, O hero, impedes as 
much as it helps. There is Iserninus, whom some call Fith. 
A severe man. And there is SeachnalL He is old, and a 
studier of the winds that play among men. He wrote a 
hymn in praise of my master, and that pleased my master 
greatly. But you should have heard the things he spoke 
against my master before then.” 


iatter and to abuses it is' all one/^ Oisin said^ ^^for 
it is the one kind of man that is' capable of both* Are these 
llso bishops?”, 

^^All bishopsj and all Galls* They are not kind to our old 
ways, which were good for this world if not so good for the 
next. Aiixiliiis is bishop at Cill Usaile, nigh handy. It was 
he planned the building of the new church 3^ou set the 
stone for yesterday .There is also Mac Taill of Cill Culainn 
in the next Tuath to the west. A kind man he, and one 
of our own.” 

“Is.he also a bishop?” 

: ^ is also a bishop.” 

^Tt is a hosting, and that is what I wish to see. But I did 
not see them last night. I only saw yon Luachra mac 
Lonan, the decayed warrior and inhospitable man who 
gave us no feasting. Such a thing was never known among 
the Fenians. Uch, if Finn and the Fenians had seen my 
meal last night, no demon or devil that ever came would 
hinder their strength from coming to me. But maybe the 
hosting had not come. Where w^ere they, for I did not 
see them, ?” 

Brogan hitched his habit about him, for the morning was 
cold. He also rubbed his hair with his hand, and smiled a 
little. Then he said : 

“It was when you lifted yourself wdth standing on your 
feet that they fled. They were not gathered till the night 

was old.” 

Even as he spoke, the distant sound of bells came to 
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them like a shaking of the air. Without giving any further 
attention to his companion, Brogan at once ran out of the 
room, and Oisin again was left alone. 

II 

THE HOUSEHOLD OF PADRAIC 

It was not till Padeaic mac Alphuen had 
consumed the little stirabout in a bowl, which was all that 
he allowed to disturb the mirrored peace of his soul, that 
he lifted his eyes to observe his comrades. Little though 
that bowl contained, it was enough as it dropped to its 
place to break that mirrored peace. And as the ripples of 
unrest widened and spread, they reached his companions 
by a dimmed but pleasant glance and in the small talk of 
mere contentment. 

“I wonder,” he said, “how Oisin is, that really excellent 
old man?” 

He sat atihe head of a long, narrow table, and glanced 
first down one side and then down the other. The exquisite 
stillness of the* household being now for the first time 
broken, the others permitted themselves various little 
sighs and grunts of physical well-being and spiritual de- 
cline. For it is an acknowledged truth that meditation, 
too long maintained, defeats its own end, and must occa- 
sionally renew itself by a sense of comfort that otherwise 
would be undesirable. 



' ■ Apart from these pleasant signs of happiness, no one for 
a time made any reply. Bishop Seachnall sat to the imme- 
diate right of his superior, with his wrinkled head propped 
upon his hands. Beside sat ■Mac Taill, a man of fresh com- 
plexion and open countenance. '.Opposite these two sat 
Padraic mac Alphnrn^s nephew, Auxilins, a restless, eager 
man, and Iserninns, whose lofty, marrow brow and thin 
lips declared him to be a man marked out from birth for 
his present eminence. Then came Luachra mac Lonan, the 
host of the company, a man whose dissatisfaction with his 
crumbling body had turned his thoughts to bodies that 
crumbled not, being spiritual; Brogan the Scribe: Soi- 
chell, the Head Dispenser of Patrick’s household, and the 
servants over whom he exercised his discipline. For Pa- 
draic mac Alphurn had insisted that, since all men were 
equal in their opportunities for salvation, all men must 
equally eat together of the bread that perishes. It is true 
that some of the servants complained unnaturally of this 
rule, and said that it was only a ruse for the exercise of 
severer discipline. But it is well known, albeit true, that 
servants have souls equal to other men, |hat they must 
observe the station to which Wisdom has appointed them, 
and complain not but obey gladly. 

Then Seachnall lifted his head and cleared his throat. 
But remembering his rule not to speak till others had 
shewn him what to say, he dropped his head back upon 
his hands and was silent. 

Auxilius had been about to speak when he observed 
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these signs from his elder .It was not till he saw Seachnall’s 
determination to be silent that he said sharply : ^ 

“Do you believe that this man is Oisin?” 

“I believe all men,” said Padraic mac Alphurn, “because 
I wish to be believed myself. Besides, he has his signs, as 
you would have noticed, my son, if you had not been in 
so great a hurry. He is an antique man himself, and his 
manners and clothes are antique.” 

“Oisin mac Fhill mac Cumhail of the Fianna of Ireland, 
those roysterers and ungodly men, whose disrepute is 
still remembered?” 

“When I believe a man, my son, I believe in his father 
also. It is a good rule.” 

“Then where has he been for this past two hundred 
years?” 

“That is what he is to tell us this morning. He was 
hungry last night, and tired after his wandering.” 

“As I came along last night to your summons,” said 
Mac Taill with Ms deep voice, “the good people of the 
village had a strange tale to tell of a young hero that came 
riding through,, the valley on a wonderful horse of sur- 
passing vigour. They were struggling, it seems, with the 
cornerstone of the new church, unable to cope with it, 
when he laughed aloud at their efforts.They say he reached 
out from his saddle and lifted the stone with his two 
hands, and set it in its place with the greatest of ease. 
They say he was like the sun for splendour and the moon 
for beauty, and that he came like the west wind for speed. 



They say the flowers of the Summer would appear faded 
Reside his beauty and the wonder of his dress. They say 
that it was when he had set the stone that his saddle-girth 
brokej and they heard a noise as of thunder, and found 
this old man lying behind them. It was a strange and very 
unlikely story,” he added almost regretfully. 

^‘Do you say that it was this man set the cornerstone 
for the new church?” Iserninus said gravely, leaning 
■aerosS' the table. ■ ' ■ 

it was said,” Mac Taill answered. 

Ise;l*ninus turned and looked severely at Auxilius, and 
Auxilius turned and looked severely at him, while 
Seachnali looked up again and scanned each of their 
faces closely. 

^TVeil,” said Padraic mac Alphurn, breaking the uneasy 
silence, ^%e had better see Oisin of the Fianna of Ireland 
and hear his story. I confess I will hear him with longing, 
for there is something in that man I like well. I will ask 
Brogan to invite him.” 


As Oisin sat on the broad, low bench in the 
midst of the company he made the great hall to diminish. 
His height was only in part the cause of this. His clothes, 
and his look of faded power, suggested halls where days 


and nights were but intervals of vigour, excess of life 
flowing into all occupations of the body and all divisions 
of the day with the same indifference, whereas the hall in 
which he now sat was clearly designed for certain daOy 
duties from which the night was a rest and a^ withdrawal. 

During the two hundred years he had been absent, this 
momentous change had happened, and men now withdrew 
in a little preparation for a little work, where heroes had 
once slept as they ate or as they drank or as they sang or 
as they fought. 

It was because Oisin made this change so clear, that 
Padraic was quick to put this question to him: 

“I beg you to tell us, O hero, where you have been this 
long time, and what has now brought you back so for- 
tunately to Ireland ?” 

“It was not,” said Oisin, “to share your feasting that I 
returned. May I never share the hospitality of a bishop if 
I would not prefer the crumbs of Finn’s house to my por- 
tions of your meals. A little wind would waft away all that 
ever came to me from your hand. It was not so with Finn, 
my master thatis to say.” 

“He was a generous man, Finn mac Cumhal?” Pa- 
draic asked. 

It was then Oisin uttered this little tribute of praise : 

“Were but the brown leaf which the wood sheds from 
it gold, were but the white billow silver, Finn would have 
given it all away.” 

“It is because we think of your soul,” Iserninus said to 



him, ^^that we are not the same, and because we would 
not lead you into tlie temptations of the belly.” 

Olsin looked at him without understanding, but with 
much hostility, and was about to speak when Padraic mac 
Alphiirn intervened. 

is,” he said, two hundred years since the last 
of the Fiaona were in Ireland.” 

Wliether he had intended to conciliate Oisin with a 
grave gesture, or to explain his companion’s strange refer- 
ence to the belly, or merely to lead Oisin on gently to an 
account of his travels, it is impossible at this far date to 
say. But the result seemed to undo his intention, %vhatever 
that intention might have been. For Oisin looked down 
at his beard, and lifted it in his fingers, and let it run out 
of his fingers again like a drift of whitest smoke, and ad- 
dressed it in the following tender words: 

hundred years? And is it two hundred years? 
It is a very long time. And is it time, then, that has put 
this spell on me ? He, the arch-druid, and no other ?” 

^^Time,” said Mac Taill, the druid of all. He is the 
wizard who can put change on all things. He can turn 
beauty into ugliness. He can make substance into rotten- 
ness and nothing. He can empty strength of itself. He can 
cause youth not to be. He can undo creation. He can put 
darkness where there was light, and nothing where there 
was something. He is the only 'druid to be fought. That 
is true, O Oisin.” 

said Luachra mac Lmm in a quavering voice.' 


he repeated ; is a cheat. Time is a knave. 
Where is Luachra mac Lonan, who was once youngs and 
could slay men in their strength? He is gone, and who 
■would believe that he ever was? I am only fit for say- 
ing prayers.” 

'Time,” said Padraic mac Alphurn, "is perhaps, the 
Great Adversary. There is no salvation but with Him to 
Whom a thousand years are but as one day, and one day 
as a thousand years. Salvation is to step with Him outside 
time, and to bring the Adversary's spells to nothing.” 

"To be sure,” said Sachnall, "that is just what tirne is. 
It could not have been better said.” 

"Time,” said Iserninus, "is the heir of all flesh, and all 
flesh is the heir of it. Time is the judgment of God, and 
the affliction of sin. That is what time is.” 

"Time,” said Auxilius, "is chiefly an encumbrance to 
work. It is a pity that there are only twenty-four hours 
to each day. Time is only a tool. And we are wasting time 
now in fruitless talk.” 

It is quite likely that, in spite of Auxilius, a consider- 
able discussion ^would have been caused, with profound 
influence on the teaching of fundamental doctrine, by the 
rise of this theme, but for the fact that Oisin now sud- 
denly let a lament out of him that filled the hall with its 
tumult and its pain. 

"Ochone,” he cried, "the Battle of Gabhra that ruined 
us. Ochone, the ranks of the Fianna that were decimated 
on that occasion. Ochone, that I were with ye now, great- 


hearted and powerful men, instead of in the company of 
these bishops. Ochone, my stomach is already sick of 
whey-water and stirabout. Ochone, my mind is also sick 
of plotters and of planners. Ochone, for the truth that was 
in our hearts, and for the strength that was in our arms, 
and for the fulfilment in our tongues. Ochone, that I am 
left after, sorrowful in my end, since I have lost my 
strength and my vigour, without the chase and without 
music, musing on the beauty of men. 

“Where is Finn of the Fianna and of the hosts? Where is 
Oscar of the fights, my son? Where is gentle Caoilte, my 
comrke? Where is the company of the heavy battles? 
Great was once your desire for valour. Are ye living, and in 
what land, that your rightful nature is gone, ye to care 
not whether it is well with Oisin? 

“Ochone, for the days that are not, and ochone, for the 
days that are. I think of the mom we walked by the shore 
of Loch Lein, the remnant of us that remained after the 
slaughter. I think of the woman that came to me, 
Niamh that was my love. Ochone, for my eternal youth, 
for I am now a withered old man, lacking food and 
lacking company.” 

The others were too moved by this impassioned outcry , 
and too well silenced by its clamour, to hinder it by a 
word. It rushed about the hall like the gust of a tempest 
in a lonely excluded valley, and it left behind it a silence 
ominous with sorrow. Iseminus was the first to recover, 
iV'S’aiidkf 
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is withotit profit to lament after sinful men. They 
are damned without doubt and in the pains of hell It is 
better, old man, to think of your own soul.’^ 

^Ts it to neglect my companions as they now neglect 
me?'’ asked Oisin, uplifting himself. 

“What shall it profit a man . . began Iserninus, when 
Padraic mac Alphurn stopped him with lifted hand and a 
sharp expression. 

“Mudebroth.” When the others heard him say this they 
were silent, for they knew he was angry, as indeed his face 
shewed. “All things in their season.” 

He then turned to Oisin and said : 

“There are many things, 0 hero, that concern your soul 
to know, and it is in my mind to tell you of them. But when 
men speak they either exchange with one another the car- 
goes they have brought from the voyages that their lives 
are, or the ass with the biggest ears is to be preferred be- 
fore them. I desire that we should bring to one another the 
merchandise of our minds. I am the least of the faithful, a 
rude, unlettered man. There are many who think me <ion- 
temptible. Besides, I am not yet even an hundred years 
living, while you have been voyaging and gathering cargoes 
for two hundred years since the Battle of Gabhra . . 

“Ochone, the Battle of Gabhra that ruined us,” Oisin let 
out again in a violent lament. 

But Padraic quickly said: “Indeed, it was a woeful 
event! can well believe it.But where have you been since ?” 


CksiH LOOKED AT THE SILENT COMPANY, Theil 

looked in admiration at the masterful man who spoke to 
him, and his face clouded with sorrow, and his voice was 
niusica! as the deepest strings of a harp as he mourned 
to himself : 

Niamh, who was blown to me like the petal of a rose 
over the flowers of the sea, if I had only obeyed your 
counsel I would not be as I now am,” 

^'^Who is this Niamh?” Padraic soothed him. ^Tell us 
of her.” 

is sad to recall misery, O bishop,” Oisin said, 
the pleasantness of youth, sorrow is soon forgotten, and 
life is clean when it is unregretfuL For to sorrow for long 
is to covet and to hate. The counsel of the old is the fruit 
of their envy. It is better for me to die than to recall what 
never can be again ; for to die is good, an^ can never be 
done again, but to regret is to be sick many times. Yet I 
will tell you the tale. 

were hunting on a misty morning by the beautiful 
shores of Loch Lein. There were not many of us after 
Gabhra to enjoy the fragrant blossoms of the trees and 
the mellow music of the birds. Few there were to follow 
the agile hounds. A cloud was in my heart after Oscar, my 


son* A cloud was over generous Finn and over Caoilte the 
tender-hearted. Making pretence we were at pleasurej fpr 
we heard voices that were only memories, and we saw 
shapes that were only in onr minds. The woods were full 
of our companions, and these were ghostly shapes flicker- 
ing around us. There were many of them, but there were 
few of us, and the hounds led us all to a quarry that was 
not to be found. 

^Tt was then that we saw a fleet rider coming towards 
us from the west, a snow-white steed and a young woman 
as beautiful as the first tender rose of the year. Her blue 
eyes were clear and cloudless like a dewdrop on the top of 
the grass. Her golden hair curled upon her shoulders like 
the rays of the rising sun scattered on the sea. Her cheeks 
were like the petals of roses for softness and for delicacy. 
A dun mantle of the smoothest silk, embroidered with 
golden constellations, was caught in a brooch upon her 
shoulder, and flowed about her body to her feet. O bishop, 
she was like a dream which men cannot recover when they 
wake, but which clings to their thoughts like a fragrance, 
like a sweetness of the mind, like a forgotten melody, 
making them linger by themselves in a world of secret 
happiness, and yet she was more real than a valley full 
of flowers.’^ 

“I do not like that allusion to the dream,’* Iserninus said 
to Auxilius, but so loudly as to be overheard by Oisin. 
‘^Men’s dreams should not be spoken of. They are too 
shameful. It is clear to me that this woman was a sin.” 
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" But Oisin merely glanced aside at him, and said in the 
jnost casual way : “I do not know that word sin, and since 
what we do not know we cannot experience, to me she was 
nothing of the sortJ^ Then he turned back to Padraic and 
said: crown of virgin gold delicately bound her hair 

upon her brows. She came borne over the world towards us 
on that snow-white steed like the first flower of which ail 
other flowers are a pattern on the pure strength of which 
all other strengths are a sign Jf you had seen her, O bishop, 
you would have desired her.” 

^That,” said Auxilius energetically, ‘‘is a wrong thing to 
say. We have conquered all such desires.” 

Oisin fixed his grey eyes reprovingly on him and said in 
the severest possible manner: 

“We, the Fianna, never used to tell untruth, and false* 
hood was never imputed to us.” 

“Do you not know, O pagan,” Iserninus answered, 
“that the desires of the body are impure, and must be 
banished?” 

“I do not know it,” Oisin said. “When the mind is pure, 
the desires of the body are pure also. It only habit that 
is impure, because it is only staleness that is stale.” 

“The body must be chastised,” said Auxilius. “The de- 
sires of the body are devils that must be choked back in 
their lair. By the grace of God alone this can be done.” 

“It may be,” said Oisin. “It was not so we of the Fianna 
used life, and therefore the desires of the body to us were 
not devils. Perhaps the devils you create of old and simple 

X ' . „ 
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things may be choked in the lair ; but they will not be 
killed. They cannot be killed — ^they are too old and the]^ 
are too yonng. They are eternal as birth and renewalThey 
will come out again ; but they will come out cold and lean 
and crtiel towards men.I did not think of that before^ but I 
see that it is so now.’’ And he looked at Iserninus in a sig- 
nificant way that caused the pale episcopal face to be 
covered with the faintest flash of anger. 

Padraic mac Alphurn/’ he said then^ ^^only what is 
condemned is condemned, for only what is crooked is bad, 
and only what is straight is good. I did not hate her^who 
came towards ns out of the west, and I did not make her 
evil to me. I loved her and desired her.” 

^Terhaps I would have desired her, too,” said Padraic 
mac Alphnrn. “One never knows. But I like your tale well, 
O hero. It is a very good tale. Will you not continue it?” 

V 

THE L A N n O F T H E E V E n - y O H N G 

■f' ■ 

OlSIN LOOKED SOUND THE COMPANY, End fixed 

Ms attention on Mac Tail!, who was sunk in the deepest 
thought. Feeling his attention fixed on him in tHs way, 
Mac Taill lifted his head, and nodded in a friendly way, 
and said in his deep voice: 

“It is a very good tale. I like the tale. Continue it.” 

“It is a tale,” said Luachra mac Lonan, “that reminds 



me of . . . But I forget what it reminds me of, because I do 

not wish to remember.” 

% 

earth/^ said Oisfej “is a pleasant abode for those 
wlio are contented in their minds, but i?heii I saw that 
rider of the white horse, the pleasant waters of the lake, 
in which the mountains and the blue sky and the woods 
reclined in peace, the blackbird whistling his pure note, 
the thrush practising his measures, the music of the hounds 
— all, all released their hold on me before the love I had 
for her. Perhaps, O bishop, that was a sign for me, seeing 
that we are never ready for a new experience until we have 
first become discontented with, the old. 

“Yet, it was Finn, my leader, who spake with her, and 
he asked her what her name was, what her country, and 
w^-ho her parents, and he gave her the welcome of the heart. 
She answered that her name was Niamh of the Golden 
Head, and that her father was the King of Youth, and that 
she came from his realm. I tell you, O bishop, that at the 
hearing of her voice my shadows went from me like the 
night gathers its mantle and runs at the winding horn 
of day/' 

“I can well believe it," said Mac Taill wdth unexpected 
emphasis ; and though his companions looked at him in 
surprise, he gave no heed to them* 

“Finn, my leader, asked her then," continued Oisin, 
“why she had come? Was it help she wanted, her consort 
having failed her? And she answered that she had not 
spoken in that kind with any man. For love of one she 
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came, Oisin the son of Finn, whose name had come to her 
down the crooked winds of the world. 

■ m 

was then I went to her, and took her beautiM hand 
in mine, and praised her in the sort that women love.” 

^^Do not men also love praise?” asked Padraic mac 
Alphurn as he smiled a little thoughtfully. 

'^It is true, O bishop,” Oisin answered, ^^praise is to the 
world as the sun is to flowers, and without the sun flowers 
never grow to sweetness and fullness. But men love praise 
that is hard, and women love the better praise that is 
gentle. I praised her gently, holding her hand in mine^ 
^^Obligations she put on me then to go with her without 
delay to Tir-namOg. So we went all together to the strand 
of the western sea, and it was there I parted from the great 
Fianna of Ireland, my companions and my friends. O 
bishop, that was a sorrowful parting. Great had been the 
time we had had together, what with drinking and eating 
and chess-playing and hunting and slaughtering heroes 
with great vigour. Finn changed in his face and in his form, 
^My woe art thou, O Oisin,’ he lamented slowly, Agoing 
from me, for I shall never see you again.’ And though I did 
not believe him, I was sorrowful. Caoilte bent towards me 
without speaking, and the light was gone from his face. 

we turned and faced against the great tide, she and 
I, while the ranks of the Fianna of Ireland raised three 
piercing cries of mourning. And they are no more in it now, 
for you tell me this was two hundred years ago,” he added, 
stopping in his tale. is a long time ; but how it can be 


so long, and yet be so short, is what I cannot understand. 
Jind where are they now that were in it then, can anyone 
teil me?” 

“That is not hard to tell,” said Anxilius. “They are 
in helL” 

“It is a good place wherever they are,” said Oisin sim- 
ply, “for there were never heroes like the Fianna of Ire- 
land, and there vras never a man for wisdom and for truth 
and for beauty like Finn, our captain. I was not spared to 
go with them, for I went to Tir-na-nOg with Niamh 
the ;peautiful. 

“The light of the sun lay in the waves, making a golden 
path before us as we gave our backs to the land. The 
smooth sea ebbed before us and filled in billows after us 
as the swift steed clipped the tops of the waves. We left 
behind us, on the one side, the Land of Life, the daughter 
of whose king was in grief, and where there was sorrow 
and slaying. We left behind us, on the other side, the Land 
of Virtues, where there was trouble enough, and a great 
giant of the most disgusting description, with an iron bar 
in his hand, for its king.” ^ 

“Did you delay long in these places?” Mac Taill asked 
suddenly again, lifting his head to look at Oisin. 

“It was little for me,” said Oisin, “that I rescued the 
daughter of the King of Life from the giant, for was I not 
bound for Tir-na-nOg, the Land of the Ever-Young?” 

“And what sort of place was Tir-na-nOg?” asked Padraic 
mac Alphurn. 
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was/’ said Oism, laad of welcome. There was 
welcome in the air of it as it spread before ns on the tide.^ 
There was welcome in the hills and glens and pleasant 
places of it, smiling in the perpetual sun. There was wel- 
come in the hand of its royal king who came to meet us, 
who gave me Niamh the Beautiful for my bride with his 
consent. There was welcome from the inhabitants of that 
land, who were all young, one as another, for there was no- 
body that was old. 

^The dew dropping down was what gave freshness to 
that land. Each day was the first of all days, and there^was 
none that went before, for in that dew everything was 
renewed in the budding beauty of its youth. Death and 
decay were not to be seen in that land, neither was there 
perfection, for in perfection there is death. Perfection, O 
bishop, is a void. In its fullness there is satiety. Perfection 
is only a pursuit of the mind, and there is no beauty in its 
attainment, but the end of all things, which is death. 
Therefore while we slept, every flower became a bud, and 
every youth a virgin, such was the power of renewal in 
that tender dew.^ 

^^There was melodious music on the harp-strings, but 
the music also was different. Music amongst men is beauti- 
ful when it is sad. It is beautiful because it is looking 
backward, and to what will men look backward if it is not 
to youth, to their own youth and to the youth of the world ? 
But in Tir-na-nOg there was nothing but youth, and the 
harmonies and melodies of that land were a continual wel- 
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,€ome*::Every chord the musicians struck trembled on a new 
experience that was to imlock every mystery, and every 
song wC' sang was of onr happiness and hope. For there 
m^as never a yesterday in Tir-na-nOg — there was only the 
renewed wonder of the morrow. Such was the manner of 
land it. was. \ 

^'There was dancing and feats of agility. There were also 
contests of strength. But there was no death, and that was 
best of all, for no brave man desires his opponent to die. 

^^And Niamh was always to me as the first time I saw 
her. Every night she was the first of all brides, and each 
morning she was a rose with the sun shining in every drop 
of dew while the birds sang her praises from the tops of 
the branches. O Niamh, who was blown to me over the 
winds of the world, if I had only kept your counsel, I 
would not be as I now am, among old men who are wise 
and without beauty.” 

VI 

M' O , M:E'h "T O F S l F E' 

Silence lay among the company like a calm 
lake, and over that silence Oisin’s sorrow brooded like a 
spirit. The going of his sorrow to and fro across the waters 
of that silence made each of the company pensive in Ms 
turn and Ms own peculiar manner. 

Himself sat with his attention , fixed far beyond' the 
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walls that enclosed him. In his rapt grey eyes the light 
of Tir-na-nOg still shone, giving them tinnatiiral lustre 
against the ivory skin from which sprouted his long, 
silken, snowy beard and hair. Only in his eyes that light 
shone, with reiection of scenes at an infinite distance. His 
lips quivered as he murmured the name of “Niamh,” who 
had so lately Iain in his young and confident arms, arms 
on which the flesh had now withered about the bones. Yet, 
Niamh the Beautiful was more real to those regretful eyes, 
and the lovely valleys of Tir-na-nOg more substantial, 
than the grave conclave over whom he had thrown a spell 
of silence. 

Padraic mac Alphurn also sat with his eyes fixed on dis- 
tance, only in quite a different direction. He sat erect, 
with his hands resting on his knees. There was not a move- 
ment in Ms body. It was impossible to tell of what he was 
thinking, or indeed if he was thinking of anything at ail. 
Mac Taill sat next him, with his face buried in his hands, 
as though to call up visions from the bowels of the earth. 
For his part, Soichell, beside him, had his alert, sad face 
turned up towards the hole in the roof, through which the 
wisps of smoke from the fire were caught by the travelling 
winds. Who can tell of what the curling patterns of that 
smoke reminded him, or of what sad pattern of desires 
going up to heaven from the dead embers of his life? 

Brogan, with his pen in his hand, looked with a tender 
smile at the roll spread out before him. Perhaps he thought 
of the future generations, whom he served, for his young 
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eyes joined in the smile that wreathed his lips. Luachra 
mac Lonan gazed hungrily across at Oisin as at the cap- 

''ll ■ 

tain whom he wished to serve. Beside him, Seachnall 
looked first at Auxiiius and then at Iserninus. Auxilius and 
Iserninus looked alternately at one another and then at 
Oisin. It was only too plain that the silence was going to 
be broken first from this end of the company. For while 
the others were thinking of the things they had heard, 
these were thinking of the things they were about to say. 


THE RETURN 

So IT PROVED, INDEED ; FOR IT WAS AUXIEIUS Who 

said in a firm and decisive voice ; 

“Inasmuch as it is clear that such things cannot be, 
being contrary to doctrine, it follows that they never have 
been, and consequently they are the fruits of delusion.” 

“That is sound,” said Iserninus. “For it is plain that 
what cannot be has not been, since if it had been it might 
be again. And if that were possible, or if the" people be- 
lieved it were possible, which is the same thing, our teach- 
ing would never be received. And since it is received, it 
follows that this is all a myth.” 

“When a myth has been discovered,” said Seachnall 
then, “it is necessary to demonstrate the myth, and to 
praise it as the foolish heart of men foretelling its hope of 
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true teacliing. We thus enlist all men in our cause, for it 
is foolish to think of opposing men/^ 

am not so sure of that/’ said Iserninus* ^^Myths 
should be trampled out under our feet.” 

‘There is much to be said for that method, too,” said 
Seachnall. “But note how this myth foretells the hope of 
heaven and eternal life. From that point of view it is even 
beautiful. Of this method of teaching, the great apostle to 
the Gentiles gave us a triumphant example at Ephesus.” 

At this point Padraic mac Alphurn gave vent to an ir- 
ritable expression. 

“Mudebrotli,” he said, and there was instant silence. 
The silence was not passive. It had in it elements of re- 
straint and of rebellion. But it was sufficient to enable him 
to turn to Brogan and to say : 

“Be that tale written by thee ?” 

“It is written already,” said Brogan, smiling con- 
tentedly. 

“Success and benediction, 0 hero,” Padraic said then 
to Oisin. “But how came you back to Ireland, and how 
came comely ol<J, age on you ? You did not tell us that.” 

“And what was that brought you back?” said Mac Taill, 
lifting himself to look at Oisin, and speaking with power- 
ful emphasis. “Tell us that, too — ^what it was that brought 
you back.” His brown, bearded face was consumed with 
the fire of earnestness. His deep voice rang wdth passion. 
“Earth it was that brought me back,” said Oisin, speak- 
ing most sadly and resignedly. “Earth — ^and love— and my 
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own folly — and memory — ^and fate. For what are we, 0 
bishop, but our memories? There is no difference between 
us but the difference of our memories. Nor may we ever 
be rid of our memories, for if we were rid of our memories 
we would tlien be rid of ourselves. Creatures of earth are 
we, 0 bishop, since was must ever carry with us the sights 
we have seen, and the sounds we have heard, and the 
things we have loved. Not one of these is lost, for they 
are we and we are they. If we are old, we are the passing 
of our strength. If we are young, we are the strength that 
has i5?ot passed. Man is only the treasure-house of his ex- 
perience, and he cannot escape his destiny. For memory 
is fate, and fate is memory. 

“So it was that I was a stranger in Tir-na-nOg. The dew 
of that wonderful land could restore to me my youth, but 
it could not make me other than I am, and it could not 
wash out my memory, for what I am I am, and I am what 
I remember. The songs of its melodious birds were very 
pleasant, but they were measured by the song of the black- 
bird of Leitreac Laoi and the song of the thrush of Gleann- 
na-Sgail. The youths were accomplished and comely, but 
they were a reminder of my Oscar, When I saw them I 
mourned for his hero-death at Gabhra. And when Niamh 
the Beautiful wondered for me, I told her that a man 
may’ escape all things, but there is one thing he cannot 
escape, and that is himself.” 

“You remembered,” said Mac Taill. 
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remembered,” said Oisin. 

^^You had to remember,” Mac Taill said again. 

had to remember,” Oisin said. “My memories were 
more real to me than the sight of my eyes, and caught my 
mind in a net. I remembered Finn with his wise, grey eyes 
looking into my mind. I remembered gentle Caoilte, and 
the ranks of the Fianna. I remembered the stream at Eas 
Ruaidh, and the deer of Galway of the bays. I remem- 
bered the wave of Rughraidhe lashing the shore, the lowing 
of oxen in Maghmaoin and the seagiilFs scream in distant 
lorrus. I remembered the murmur of the streams -about 
Sliabh Mis, the yell of the hounds at Drumlis, the noise 
of the fawns round Sliabh gCua, and the tossing of the 
hulls of the barques by the wave. I remembered the hound^s 
deep bay at twilight’s fall and the barque’s sharp grating 
on the shore. 

“It was then, after a little while (for so it seemed to 
me), that I asked leave of the King, and of the Beauitful 
Niamh, to go back to Ireland again, and to see Finn and 
his host. It was a sorrowful leave I got, for Niamh feared 
I would not return. The white steed I took to bear me out 
and to bear me back, for it was a wise steed, and it had 
acquaintance of the way. Obligations were put over me 
that I should not put my foot to level ground, or alight 
off the steed, for if I did Earth would reclaim me, and it 
would be with me as if I never had left the land of 
living men. 

“So I came, but I thought it was to a different land I had 
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come. The height of men had been shorn and their strength 
^pBt under a spell. The mountains of Ireland were the 
samcj and the valleys the same, but they were inhabited by 
pigmies instead of heroes. There were mournful sounds of 
bells in ever}^ Tuath^ and people gathered in stone houses 
making slow lamentation in their affliction. Finn I could 
not fmd^ and the Fianna w-ere lacking in all the old haunts. 
O bishop, poor I was and sad I was, for though we are 
nothing but our memories, our memories themselves are a 
false lure. It is only in ourselves that the world of our 
memories has any place, or that there is any satisfaction. 

"Tt was then I came to Gleann-na-Smol, thinking that 
the Fianna might be foregathered there, feasting and hunt- 
ing with hero-zest. But I only saw a few miserable pigmy- 
men sweating to stir a boulder to its place. It was a lam- 
entable change, to come searching for heroes and to ride 
upon such a sight. For these were doleful men, and their 
labour was doleful, and their strength was doleful, and 
every thing about them was doleful. It was a land under a 
curse to which I had come— a land blistered by a satire 
from the gods. So I took the boulder fr^m the little men, 
and set it in its place, thinking to be good to the little men 
by slaying them all and letting Banba breed her former 
greatness. 

‘It was not my destiny to do this, 0 bishop ; for I knew 
no more till I picked myself up in these white hairs and 
with these withered limbs. And now I have only whey- 
water to drink and stirabout to eat, and wise bishops for 



my company, who are without beauty and without 
strength. For there is no more beauty, and there is no more.- 
strength ; there is no more -wine, and there is no more lusti- 
hood ; there is neither splendour nor urgency. There are 
only dismal men, and there is only dead thought. For 
Banba is diminished, O bishop, and Fodhla is sick in her 
own place.^k 

His head was sunk on his breast in the utmost dejection. 
He did not notice the hungry gaze of Luacbra mac Lonan 
that was fixed on him. He did not notice the disapproval 
that was to be discerned in the glances of Auxiliusmnd 
Iserninus. He did not notice Padraic mac Alphurn's regard, 
in which affection was tempered by habitual control. He 
did not notice Mac TailFs simple and thoughtful concern. 
He did not notice any of these things. He did not even care 
for them. He was timber from mightier forests thrown by 
the capricious tide on a shore where it was only a theme 
for wonder. 

Mac Taill it was who spoke across the distance to him. 
He said : 

^Tt was your saddle-girth that broke, O Oisin, and your 
foot that was planted on the earth. Then Earth claimed 
you, and bestowed on you change which is decay, and 
decay which is death, and death which is the end of life. 
These things are great mysteries, for they are contrary to 
the desires of men, and the desires of men are the only 
reality for they never change. It is very strange that Earth, 
which is the abode of men, should be so contrary to the 
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desires of men, which are, their only satisfaction. If yon 

had remembered Niamh the BeantifnI you would not have 

. 

given Earth the opportunity of baffling your youth by her 
conquering touch. It is a very great pity, O hero.” 

“Earth,” said Oisin to him simply, “is our mother. She 
is the fire and we are the flames, or she is the tree and we 
are the leaves. The fire consumes and the tree is uplifted, 
but the flames fall and the leaves are scattered.” 

“Earth,” said Iserninus, “is under the curse of original 
sin. It is cursed, and everything on it is cursed and will be 
burned up at last in the everlasting bonfire. Only a few 
will be saved, but so as by fire.” He spoke in pure exulta- 
tion, as though he saw the fire actually proceeding before 
his eyes, as he stood on the distant shore of the saved few. 

“That is most true,” said Seachnall. “Certainly Earth is 
a place from which to escape while there is yet time.” 

. “Earth,” said Auxilius, “is a place to be conquered and 
subdued. But this can only be done by the grace of God.” 

“You are all right,” said Padraic mac Alphurn, “and you 
are all wrong. You are right in respect of the part, and 
you are wrong in respect of the whole, l^isdom is to be 
found in acceptance, not in rejection. As the Scripture said, 
I am not come to deny but to fulfil. And the Scripture said 
again. The whole Creation groaneth and travaileth to- 
gether waiting for the revelation of the sons of God. The 
fire that will come will not be the fire of destruction, for 
it is impossible to destroy, it is only possible to change. 
The fire that will come will be the fire of revelation, of 
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discipline and true knowledge. And thenij O herOj we will 
all enter into Tir-na-nOg.’^ 

When Iserninus and Auxilius heard Padraic mac 
Alphnrn speak in this way they looked sternly at one 
another ; but Padraic did not give any heed to them. He 
said to Oisin : 

'‘But we will speak again of these things. Sufficient to 
each day is its own labour. Is all this written down, O 
Brogan ?” 

“It is all written/^ said Brogan, putting away his 
scrivenery tools with great care. ^ 


VIII 

THE SUPPER 


That evening, as light spilled out of Oisin's 
apartment and left space to its original darkness, Soichell 
entered bearing a flaming torch which he fixed in a clamp. 
He then looked up at the stool stuck in the joints of the 
timbering just oyer his head. He did not look surprised. 
In the light of eternity — seons flowing on aeons endlessly, 
and then beginning again — what was a three-legged stool 
stuck in chamber-timbering? Gravely, calmly, forbear- 
ingly, he turned where Oisin sat like a mountain of dejec- 
tion, and lifted his hand with a motion of simple authority. 

Then Brogan also entered. His face was also grave, but 
the gravity was an effort. He dropped the lids over his 
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eyeSj because the light revealed' the happiness that danced 
iig them. His effort at gravity only twisted, without dis- 
guising, the smile that knit his lips. But it was a poor at- 
tempt, for he was like a man who hid a gay light behind 
a.' mask. ■ ■■ 

The cause of his joy was soon shewn, for he was followed 
by a number of servants bearing an equal number of dishes 
which they set out before Oisin. Oisin’s gloom fell from 
him like a cloak at the sight. For there were spread before 
him haunches of venison and great chops of bacon on one 
dish, <Hirrounded by leeks and onions and carrots and kale- 
tops, all floating in the richest grav}^ On another dish 
were rounds of beef and lengthy hams, with slender and 
delicate tripe looped about them. On another dish were 
cakes by the score and rolls of butter, yellow and white. 
There were dishes of pastries and pies of curd and cream, 
floating in rivers of honey, golden with the sunlight.There 
were cheeses of many different sorts and of all conditions. 
There were baskets of russet apples, of yellow apples and 
of rosy apples. There were custards with whortle-berries 
and rowan-berries and shining black-bermes. 

No sooner had Oisin seen these things than other serv- 
ants came in with huge flitches of bacon and squares of 
cool corned beef, most delightful to see; with several 
salmon cooked in fat and giving out an exquisite smell ; 
with fat, thick turbots boiled in milk and wine ; with mul- 
lets stewed in mead, steaming most fragrantly; with 
tongues of oxen, and kidneys and sweetbreads, and more 


.( 6 0 ). 

pastries and wheaten and oaten cakes snrmonnted with 
pyramids of butter. 

Then other servants came with flagons of wine and 
cauldrons of beer and bowls of mead and festoons of nuts 
freshly taken from the woods. Oisin let out a mighty roar 
of delight when he saw these things; but the roar was 
broken when he saw the others passing out of the roomy 
followed by SoichelL 

"^^But do you not stay and eat with me?’^ he said in 
astonishment. 

^^These things do not interest me, for there is no gating 
in eternity/’ said Soichell, and he went out without turn- 
ing his head. 

Oisin looked at Brogan, who alone was left. ^^And the 
bishops?” he asked. “Do they not eat?” 

“They are praying,” Brogan said. “It is more to them 
to pray than to eat, for life is but a pilgrimage. It was 
Luachra mac Lonan who provided this meal, for he said 
that since you were not yet baptised, fasting would be 
wasted on you. There would be no virtue in it, and there- 
fore what was the necessity? And my master, Padraic mac 
Alphurn, said that the teller of a good story was worthy 
of Ms supper, and that the writer of the story was worthy 
also. They were both worthy. So he permitted Luachra 
mac Lonan to provide the feast, and he permitted me to 
remain with you. For you are to eat because you told the 
tale, and I am to eat a little also because I wrote it.” 

So the two of them sat opposite one another. When men 


'mtftwo are' good: coHipaBy. And when men eat, twenty are 
g^od company. The first is the company of reflection and 
comradely silence, .and the second is the company of laugh- 
ter and jollity. But more' than two, and fewer than a host 
is not to be tolerated at a well-spread table. 

Therefore, these two were company for one another, 
though they were too occupied for much to be said. Brogan 
had never seen any man eat with such enjoyment and 
rapidity as this hero from the olden times. At first it 
frightened him, but then it gave him great pleasure to 
watc\a hero eat. Himself lagged far in the rear, and when 
he was contented, the heroic meal was still uncompleted. 

When at last Oisin had finished eating and drinking, he 
stretched himself on his couch thoughtfully and said : 

^^This bishop is a great druid, for he is a great man. It is 
not possible to be a great druid, and it is not possible, 
therefore, to be a great bishop, without first being a great 
man. But the other bishops are women. It is a good thing 
for a woman to be a woman, but it is not a good thing for 
a man to be a woman. What is the meaning of this Mude- 
broth that he says? It is a powerful incantation of silence.’^ 
is a great mystery,’’ Brogan answered. ^^None can 
rightly say, for none has the courage to ask him. It is 
plain that he means something, for he is a man of plain 
meaning. But he is a Gall, and^ stumbles in our speech. 
There are some who say he means ^Mo De broth,’ ‘my 
God’s doomsday,’ that is to say* It could be, but it is not 
::|ighliy:'khd^m 
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Oisin thought in silence for a long time; and then he 
said : 

“That is not so.It is an incantation, and therefore means 
nothing. It is not possible for an incantation to have any 
power when it is known what it means. The value of all 
incantations is in the ignorance of the hearer, and it is be- 
cause no one knows what it means that Mudebroth is a 
mighty spelL’^ 


THE THIRD BOOK 


oisin’s soul 

I 

» JJL t was felt that the fact that Oisin represented 
an age so completely out of date created special difficulties 
in the matter of his salvation. Thoughtful observers like 
Iserninus had seen that the world, and Ireland especially, 
had been prepared for the reception of the Gospel. No one 
could doubt that who saw how like they were — the world, 
that is to say, and Ireland especially — to parched grass 
swept by fire. A few men, two or three at most, could alight 
on the land and turn whole populations to the new faith in 
the twinkling of an eye. It was very remarkable. It was, in 
fact, miraculous. Parched grass could not burn more 
rapidly, or throw more hopeful an illumination to heaven. 

It was absurd to think that mortal men, even aided by 
immortal strength, could do this, for since the agent is in 
necessity defined by the qualities of the agency, immortal 
strength must needs to some extent be limited by the 
mortality through which it has compelled itself to work. 


And immortal strength itself could not expect to reach 
scattered millions, and upturn the hereditary age-old de- 
lusions woven through the warp of their minds, and do all 
this in the breath of a sentence, having obliged itself to 
work through a handful of weak men, each of whom 
clamoured to be considered the least and the lowliest, and 
to loosen the latch of his fellows’ shoes. The thing was 
absurd, as Iserninus clearly saw. Therefore, it was ap- 
parent that the world had been specially prepared to hear 
the glad news. 

The two purposes — the immortal determination to save 
and the mortal determination to be saved — ^had been syn- 
chronised in the Eternal Will. Iserninus reminded himself, 
in his lonely reflection, of the saying that the field was 
white to harvest. His experience had taught him that it 
was, in fact, so white to harvest that it was only necessary 
to put the sickle to one corner of it for the whole field in- 
stantly to harvest itself and fall ready for the Eternal 
Husbandman to garner. It had, at first, been a constant 
astonishment for him to see this happen, but he had now 
come to expecrthe co-operation of the mere material with 
the good work. 

^Oisin, however, was a different case. He dated from at 
least two hundred years before the synchronising had been 
begun in the Eternal Will. He was unprepared. He was un- 
tractable. He was a stubborn pagan. Away in Tir-na-nOg 
he had not partaken of the gracious historic influence, 
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being out of the human flow. He therefore represented a 
different quality of mind altogether. If all men were as he 

the world would never get saved. The times were too 
urgenty and salvation too colossal, for individual cases^ 
except with kings and other potentates; and but that a 
soul was a soul Oisin would have meant too great a delay, 
seeing that the Divine Will had not made him ready. 

On the other hand, to bring forth Oisin, one of the great- 
est of the Fianna of Ireland, saved and in his right mind, 
after two hundred years in Tir-na-nOg, would be a tri- 
umph ^of grace and a miracle of glory, in the doing of 
which one could bend one^s head in meekness and give the 
praise to Wliom it was due. 

It is hard to define this quality of unpreparedness that 
Oisin had preserved intact, suspended, as it were, in Tir- 
na-nOg for over two hundred years. Iserninus felt it all 
about him like a challenge ; it was as manifest to him as a 
pervading and subtle odour; but when he sought to 
grapple with it in his lonely thought, it evaded defi- 
nition, all the more because it roused him to the 
strongest antagonism. » 

There was, for example, this pride in virtue and truth 
for their own sake. It was easy to confront a vicious and 
sinful man. It was not so easy to confront a man who in- 
sisted wilfully on telling the truth always. Virtue and troth 
were, no doubt, excellent things ; but they were excellent 
as the fruits of faith, for which heaven was a reward, not 
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as qualities mdependent of faith, for which no heaven 
could be promised. This pagan pride of manhood, there- 
fore, and this sense of worth for its own sake, produced in 
Iserninus the strongest dislike. 

Like to them was the tendency to philosophy. Every- 
thing was worked over with philosophy. It was an irritat- 
ing habit of mind. Then there was the simple acceptance 
of natural things and especially of natural desires. This 
was still more irritating. If it was hard to get a man to see 
that truth was only a virtue when it was a fruit of faith, it 
was still harder to get him to learn that health and robust- 
ness were signs of decay and corruption. 

Lastly, he did not know fear, and had no feeling of ter- 
ror Jt was most difficult to over-awe this unprepared pagan. 
His sense of equality became most marked, the light in 
his grey eyes shone most gaily and clearly, when he was 
confronted with authority. He was a man who would be 
impious enough to tear aside the veils of mystery and step 
before the Eternal Throne in the imagined right of his 
security as a man with an intelligence, and take his 
chances. And this was the worst sign of all. 

All these things were very baffling. With such a man it 
was necessary to begin at the beginning. It was necessary 
to work on his emotions. It was necessary to undermine his 
confidence. So Padraic mac Alphurn was set to this task, 
for it was admitted that he was best qualified in dealing 
with this kind of man. 


It ' WAS WITH THIS. LAUDABLE INTENTION that 

Padraic said to Oisin in a kind and not too obvious way: 

^^Oscar, your son, he was dear to you 

Oisin looked at him with his eyes full of shadows 
and answered: 

^^It is not possible to say how dear he was to me. It is 
not possible to say how dear he was to all who knew him, 
but to his father he was most dear of all.’’ 
the field of Gabhra he fell?” 
the field of Gabhra he fell.” 
was a field of ruin?” 

^It was a field of destruction,” Oisin mourned softly ; 
*‘it was a field of death. Ochone, the field of Gabhra, where 
the ranks of the Fianna fell before the sickle of a very 
swift reaper, and where the spirits of the hills and of the 
woods, and the spirits of the glens and^of the air, fled 
affrighted before the carnage. Ochone, the field of Gabhra, 
where the blood ran in streams between the hillocks of the 
dead, and Ben Edair looked down on the bloody tide the 
Liffey bore out to the sea. Ochone, the field of Gabhra, 
where the spears and the mighty swords, the shields and 
the swdft-speeding darts, were strewn under the cover of 
night like the wreckage of a smithy, Ochone, the field of 
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Gabhra, where the groans of the sorely wounded, and the 
battle-chants and yells of defiance of the heroes that went 
to meet death, and the mourning and lamentation of many 
women, rose up through the dusk to meet the quiet stars. 
Ochone, the field of Gabhra, where the living strode alone 
through the carnage to find the faces that were dear to 
them, and the night was alive with torches that threw a 
mournful flame. Ochone, the field of Gabhra, where the 
eagles and the crows, and each sort of unclean bird, quar- 
relled for the flesh of the beautiful and the brave, though 
there was enough for all ” 

This deep-felt lamentation was now mounting in vol- 
ume, and Padraic mac Alphurn was in some fear that it 
would put him astray out of his matter. So taking advan- 
tage of a moment when Oisin had to pause for breath, he 
said firmly and loudly, hoping to distract his attention : 

“And did Oscar slay many men?” 

Oisin looked at him with a glance of the utmost indig- 
nation and said : 

“Is it Oscar? He went through the battle-hosts of Tara 
like a hawk through a flock of birds, or like a rock of 
thunder. Was he not our leader that day with the silken 
standard ? He slew the lord of Munster, and he slew the 
lord of Connacht, and many a famous hero went down be- 
fore him that day, till he met the other Oscar — Oscar mac 
Garraidh, the pure, the brave, the noble.” 

“How is this?” said Padraic. “Do you then praise your 
«iemy, and the enemy of your son?” 
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OisiE looked at him in the extremes! surprise. It was 
some time before he seemed to understand the question. 
TSen he said : 

worthy enemy, 0 bishop, is better than a treacher- 
ous friend. To contend with a brave man is better than 
to colloquy with a knave. It is a coward, uncertain of his 
own purpose, who will demean his enemy. It was not so 
we of the Fianna used our foes. By truth and the might of 
our hands we came safe out of every conflict; and there 
was mourning and wonder in our ranks when the pure 
Oscar mac Garraidh fell before the bright sword of my 
son, and there would have been mourning and wonder in 
the hosts of Tara if it had been his luck to prevail.’’ 

^^There is only one kind of praise that is worthy/^ Iser- 
ninus said coldly, “and that is the praise of God over the 
enemies of righteousness.” 

“That is true, O cleric,” Oisin remarked. “But as to that 
I would say two things. The first is that the enemies of 
righteousness are not all on one side or indeed the work- 
ers of righteousness. And the second is that I was brought 
to hear your singing this morning. It is not in bellowing 
that noble men find pleasure, but in poems of discriminat- 
ing praise and in talking of the Fianna of Ireland.” 

Seachnall, at this, looked first at Iserninus, then at 
Auxilius, who sat silent, and then at Padraic. He had 
cleared his throat to speak, but now he decided to say 
nothing. For Padraic mac Alphurn was a man who, when 
he had decided to draw his aim on a mark, did not turn 
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aside to rep,rd other things. In that lay his authority. 
So he now said : 

“Oscar died then?” 

“It was so, he died. He hewed his way through the ranks 
of the living till he met Cairbre of the red spears, son of 
the monarch of Ireland. He bore the standard for Tara, 
and so it was silken standard for silken standard, bravery 
for bravery, purity for purity, and skill with skill. This 
Cairbre had no fear of battle, and was without dread 
before his enemy. And my son was Oscar. It was his 
valour that prevailed, but in that moment he fell also, and 
the two were dead together.®^ 

'Ill 

MORE OF THE D E AT H OF OSCAR 

Mac Taiee broke the sieence after these 
sorrowful words by saying: 

both standards fell. Ireland was left without armed 
men, and the monarches son died. How often it is, 0 hero, 
that battles come to that end ; that the purpose for which 
they are fought is undone in the fighting. The battles may 
be won, or they may not be won, but the standards 
are lost.’^ 

“I do not well understand you,^’ said Oisin. not the 
battle enough to itself?” 

do not think so,” Mac Taill said. “The value of the 
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battle is the worth of the standard, but if the standard 
isjiost in the battle, then what is the worth of the battle ? 
And it is often so among men, as I have seen. It is mostly 
the case that the standard is lost when the battle is won, 
and that is a great mystery ; for it would seem that it is 
better to be defeated and to preserve the standard than 
to win and to lose the standard, and it would seem further 
that it is easier to remember the standard in defeat than 
to remember it in victory, and that is the greatest mys- 
tery of all.” 

“I do not agree with you at all,” Oisin said. “It is best 
of all to win, but it is enough to fight ; but it is only good 
to fight or to win when there is strength in the hand, truth 
on the lip and cleanliness in the heart. That was always 
our watchword, and the watchword in each man is the 
best standard of all. It was so we of the Fianna of Ireland 
used to think, whatever the cause we espoused.” 

“It is not so ; I am sure it is not so,” said Mac Taill. “It 
is the only disaster to lose the standard.” And his glance 
for the briefest of moments fell on Iserninus before he 
plunged into the deepest of thought. ^ 

“The standard is nothing,” said Oisin. “It is the only 
disaster to lose the good heart, and that was what Cairbre 
had, and Oscar my son.” 

This discussion continued no longer, for Mac Taill was 
still plunged in the deepest of thought ; and Padraic mac 
Alphurn regarded him kindly and critically before he took 
the vacated place. 
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^^They both died together so/^ he said. 

^^Cairbre fell first,” Oisin answered with a little toi|i:h 
of rebiike, ^^and so it was my son got the victory. Then he 
fell too, wounded to death. There was not a spear^s breadth 
from his hair to the soles of his feet that was whole, but 
his face only. His back was pierced by Cairbre’s sharp 
spear. It was a swift and cunning navel-wound, and his 
entrails were severed in twain.” 

^^You came to him, O hero, this son of yours that was so 
dear,” said Padraic mac Alphurn, playing softly and care- 
fully on his remembrance. 

came to him,” said. ^^When the carnage ceased 
I came and stood over him ; and Caoilte came with me 
and stood over his six beautiful sons. I found my son lying 
there, lifted on his left elbow, his shield by his side. His 
right hand clutched his sword, and the blood poured out 
through his equipment. 

“I laid the shaft of my spear on the ground, and I raised 
a cry over him. O bishop, I then bethought me what I 
should do after him. 

“Oscar gazed up at me, and the sight was pain enough 
for me to bear. He extended his two arms towards me, 
endeavouring to rise to meet me. I grasped the hand of 
my son, and sat down by his left side. From the moment 
of my sitting by him I did not give any more heed to 
the world. 

“Then my manly son said to me, and he at the end of 
his life, T return my thanks to the gods for thy safe escape, 
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O father.’ I shall not tell a lie, I had no answer for him 
until Caoilte then came towards us to look at Oscar. 

we remained till the coming of the next day, w%eii 
we saw coming towards ns throngh the slaughter the great 
Finn mac Cnmhail, my father... We all sainted Finn, but 
he made no reply to ns till he came where lay Oscar of 
the sharp weapons. 

^^The moment Oscar saw Finn directing his way towards 
him, he looked on the face of that prince and sainted his 
grandfather. He lifted his voice then, and said to the great 
son o| Morna ; concede my head to death since I be- 
hold thee, O Finn, my leader/ 

^‘Sad was the great Finn, and he said, Oscar, good 
son of a good son, after yon I shall be powerless, after 
yon and after the Fianna of Ireland/ When he heard those 
mournful words his spirit darted out of Oscar .He stretched 
down both his arms and he closed his beauteous eye. 

^Then we raised the manly Oscar aloft on the shafts 
of our spears, and we mourned for him till we buried him 
beside the field, together with Oscar mac Garraidh, the 
pure, the brave. Finn wept not for his own son, and he 
did not weep for his brother. He never shed tears for any- 
one on this earth. But he w^ept that day for Oscar/^ 

When Oisin had finished his tale he was silent for a 
long while. And they were all silent, for it seemed a little 
thing to engage in speech after a tale so sorrowful. Then 
Oisin raised himself till he towered over his companions, 
and he said: 


beg to be excused, O bishop, for my sorrow at this 
moment is very great/^ 

IV' 

THE EIRST TRIAE OF 0 1 SIN 

So GREAT WAS OisiN^s sorrow that when Bro- 
gan went in to see him later that day, and invite him to 
more colloquy wnth the bishops, he could not get across 
the distance with which Oisin had surrounded himself. It 
was not that Oisin did not answer him, but that he did not 
hear him, or see him, or otherwise perceive him, and not to 
be heard, seen or otherwise perceived, is all one with not 
being there at all. It is to be insulted by both Time and 
Space. The four walls of the one room stretched about the 
two of them, with a floor beneath and a roof above, but 
Brogan felt that he and this silent, huge figure beside him 
were not on the same plane of space, or in the same part 
of time; and he was — not angry — but mortified, deeply 
mortified. Stric^^Iy speaking, it is to be mortified not to be 
on the same plane of space or part of time that one thinks 
one is, or wishes to be. And all these metaphysical puzzles 
were stirred up in Brogan^s brain as he went back to the 
bishops, simply by the failure to get an answer out 
of Oisin. 

So great was Oisin^s sorrow that when Soichell went in 
to him with his supper, even he failed to lift him out of 
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the dark waters in which he was sunk. It was not that 
0|sin by this silence implied any criticism, at that mo- 
ment, of the supper, although it had gone back to the 
severe and spiritual regimen of wheywater and stirabout* 
Auxilius, who by his energy took the lead in such bodily 
matters, had decided that, though fasting as a virtue and 
a privilege was wasted on Oisin, it would have a good, 
because unsettling, effect on his emotions, and so help to 
overcome the historical disadvantage that weighed against 
him. But the wisdom w^as wasted. It is doubtful wiiether 
another supper the same as the last would have roused 
Oisin. It is only known for certain that gruel failed, and 
had to be taken aw^ay again by Soichell, in spite of its 
spiritual properties. 

For, coming upon his bliss of over two hundred years, 
Oisin^s loss was as though it had only occurred the day 
before. This is not surprising. These long spaces of time 
are only encountered in the history of nations ; and that 
history proves, that events only begin to be recent when 
they have happened an hundred years before. 

Even when he began, with powerful grimaces, to eat his 
spiritual food the following day, he still did not take any 
notice of his fellowmen beyond directing glances of in- 
creasing hostility at Soichell. Iserninus and Auxilius were 
troubled because of this. It seemed to them pure waste of 
a splendid mood most apt for the breeding of repentance, 
like throwing away the divine culture for the breeding of 
the germ in which they practised. A moment such as this 
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might never recur. They might be charged with the re- 
sponsibility. So they came themselves to see him. They 
dressed him in tones shrewd and compelling. They ex- 
postulated with him. But he did not heed them. Perhaps 
he did not even hear them. 

Never had they seen so terrific a sorrow, for they were 
not accustomed to the heroic. It appealed to them as spe- 
cialists in rare moods of anguish. Yet, here was a perfect 
thing being lost just by reason of its sheer perfection. It 
was a terrible thing for them to contemplate. Yet Oisin 
did not even mind them. 

Oisin was alone with the memory of a love, and that was 
a better thing for him, apparently, than to be concerned 
with a present troublesome world. Oscar dead, it would 
seem, was more to him than Iserninus living. Strange, yet 
so it appeared. For he drank his gruel and he drank his 
wheywater, and the convulsing grimaces he made were his 
only acknowledgement of the world to which his body had 
returned. For many days these were his only acknowledge- 
ment, while he sat on his bed surrounded by distance and 
enveloped in sorrow. For many days these grimaces were 
his only spasms of pain, that is to say, of life. 

It was they who brought him back to life by reminding 
him of his body. Nothing will more surely bring a man 
back to mortality than poor victuals or fasting, for nothing 
will more quickly make him aware of his body. The same 
is true, to a lesser extent, of women. Especially it is true of 
heroes, whose splendid daring and enterprise are built up 
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on copious meals. Copious meals, with heroes, are not a sur- 
render to the flesh, but an alternative part and necessary 
groundwork of the fierce zest that constitutes their hero- 
dom. Fires that consume cannot blaze and flash without 
fuel. And even the fires of sorrow are limited in that 
way, too. 

The signs of Oisin’s return were that his grimaces grew 
more and more powerful, and more and more convulsive. 
On the fourth day he rose up with a roar, and snatched the 
bowl of stirabout out of Soichell’s hands, and clapped it 
ovcK Soicheli’s lean pate, so that the contents ran down his 
sparse and frugal beard. Then he seized the horn of whey- 
water and dashed it down his back inside his hair-shirt. 
Then he lifted his foot gently to propel Soichell outside 
the door. At least, he intended to do this, but in fact he 
lifted his foot so hastily, being unaccustomed to such short 
distances, that Soichell was shot out into the hall at an 
enormous speed that made him dizzy, and there collapsed, 
and did not recover consciousness for twenty-four hours. 

That night Oisin did without his supper, and the follow- 
ing day he returned to the company o| the bishops. 

V 

THE TSIAE OE OISIN IS CONTINUED 

Because of Soicheee being still without con- 
sciousness, Oisin was in a sore state the next morning. 
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None of the household would go near hinij so that he was 
like to do without Ms breakfast as well as his supper.^ 
Heroes, however, as part of their training for herodom, in 
the old world when heroism was an active exercise, and not 
merely a negative reflection, were always ready for such 
situations. They preferred to be waited upon, and that was 
the human side of their characters, but it was nothing to 
them to wait upon themselves, and that was the heroic. 

Consequently, when Oisin, by his belUike thunderings, 
had only succeeded in terrif3dng the servants the more, 
without comfort to himself, he went forth to the kitchen in 
a spirit of self-help. Directly he appeared there, the serv- 
ants dropped their pans and utensils of their skilled craft 
with a musical noise that sounded through the whole house 
and fled into the country, and did not return for two days. 

This was most annoying to the bishops. In the first place 
it was annoying because they desired no noise of Oisin 
until they had first got him baptised and could exhibit him 
as a trophy of grace. In the second place it was annoying 
because it meant carrying fasting to its logical conclusion, 
and it is well known that when religion is carried to its 
logical conclusion it becomes no more religion but fa- 
naticism, against which all teachers of true doctrine 
have inveighed. 

For when the bishops (who always acted together) ran 
into the kitchen, after hearing the mellow and gong-like 
summons of the pans falling to the ground, they found 
that Oisin had already consumed the better part of their 


breakfast. And he looked at them with a digmt}^ so com- 
pelling and proud that they found themselves unable to 
reprove him for what he had eaten, or to restrain him from 
what he had 3^et to eat. They had neither the satisfaction 
of their breakfast nor the satisfaction of moral grandeur. 
They were merely baffled and without episcopal resource. 

Then it was that the powerful sanity of Padraic mac Al- 
phurn rose to its height, tie led the way back to the com- 
mon hall, and addressed the company in these words : 

^^This is sent to us to compel us to accurate modes of 
thinking. For we see that though punishment may be en- 
dured vicariously, vicarious substitution is not equally 
potent in the matter of breakfast.” 

The shadow of a smile passed over his stern face as he 
looked for a moment at Iserninus, but Iserninus did not 
heed the saintly joke. He was thinking that they had 
missed the opportunity of Oisin’s sorrow, and now they 
had missed the opportunity of his hunger. To miss two 
such opportunities was a great responsibility. It was not 
to be avoided by saintly flippancy. Time was passing by, 
and Oisin was restored to pagan robustness and good 
health, those signs of unpreparedness. 

To Iserninus the loss of his breakfast was a little thing. 
It only heightened his exquisite fervour. More than that 
he would give if it were required of him. But the gain to 
Oisin of all their breakfasts was a spiritual calamity. 

Master-general as he was, he had thought to encompass 
Oisin^s salvation by destroying Ms reserves. But Oisin, by 


putting a distance about him, and by attacking the kit* 
chen, had overcome these attacks in the most natural man- 
ner. He sighed. There was no alternative. He disliked tlie 
frontal attacks that Padraic mac Alphurn favoured. After 
all, the sending of Padraic to Ireland was a questionable 
affair, against which, at the time, he had protested. Pa- 
draic was crude ; he was unlearned ; he was human ; he had 
no appreciation of the subtle and austere, besides being 
woefully lacking in theology. Yet, in an issue like this, 
with a pagan two hundred years out of date, he had his 
qualities. It was clear that the battle for Oisin^s soul 
would have to be left to him. 

^^Since fasting is compelled on us,^’ he said, ‘^it was not 
for nothing. If it had been for nothing it would not have 
been at all. If we complain or are angry, then we lose an 
opportunity for virtue. It was predestined, but we may 
also exercise our free-will by resolving to abstain from 
breakfast. It is a great mysteiy, but so it is.” 

“It would be annoying but for that,” Auxiiius said. “So 
much energy is required for the work to be done, and 
man^s days on this earth are few. Yet, prayer and fasting 
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also are good works, even though one does not see much 
result from them.” 

At this moment Oisin came within the room and Seach- 
nall was hindered from the original observation he was 
about to make. Oisin stood in the doorway looking on 
them and said: 

“Prayer and fasting are two pursuits that I have never 
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followed. The Fimm of Ireland were a company that was 
plentiful in bread. There was bread with them for every 
mouth, for it was their opinion that they that were without 
strength were without power, and they that were without 
pom^er were without virtue. Ochone, that I should be now 
a weakly old man without banquets and without feasts, 
without drink and without food, with my stomach that is 
sick after the stirabout of the clerics. My strength is gone, 
and gone my swiftness. The lack of victuals has left my 
body without power, and therefore I am without virtue, 
Dry-witliered I am ; sapless and fruitless T am : without 
beauty and energy. I cannot be virtuous, because there is 
nothing in me with which to be virtuous.” 

VI 

THB CHALUENGE 

One of the wisest and most learned observers 
has remarked that the earth is strewn with evidences 
of man^s progressive decline and degradation. These evi- 
dences betray themselves in the least suspected places. 
They crouch in corners, waiting to leap on the inattentive 
mind — or avoid regard in the bold and comely beauty of 
ancient statuary or picture. 

So it was with Padraic mac Alphurn. As he looked at 
Oisin, framed in the doorway mourning his departed 
splendour, one of these evidences was revealed before him, 
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and left indelibly on Ms mind an impression of the most 
unpleasant sort. 

For the doorway, he noticed, perfectly framed the hero. 
Its width was in exquisite proportion to its height. The 
roof was in the like proportion; and the breadth and 
length of the hall were in the same delicate balancing of 
parts together. All were in perfect proportion. Hall and 
roof were parts of one whole with the doorway, and conse“ 
quently, as Padraic mac Alphurn perceived, they were 
parts of one whole with the hero whom the doorway so 
admirably framed. For him the house might have^been 
built. For him, indeed, it had been built. Since his day, 
over two hundred years before, Mankind had dwindled 
and diminished to their present littleness ; but the builders 
of houses had gone on building the only kind they knew 
with a craftsmanship that had forgotten its association. 

To say that Padraic mac Alphurn was disquieted would 
be to say a little thing. He was startled. It would not be 
too much to say that he was appalled. He felt the house 
weighing on him like a huge structure for which he was 
not fitted, as though he had by mischance wandered into 
a deserted temple of antique and colossal rites. 

But Padraic was one of those rare men who the more 
startled they feel the more instant they are in attack. Had 
he not been of that sort he would never had thought of his 
present mission of recasting an old civilisation. He looked 
resolutely at Oisin. He noticed particularly the sinuous 
whorls of the embroidery of his tunic that, having wan- 


dered endlessly, returned upon their beginning. His eyes 
fell to the long bony shanks of his legs, and lifted to the 

long white beard and hair, now already a. little yellow with 
age upon age, and finally to the grey eyes that looked on 
him with a direct and fearless glance.. His own grey eyes 
kindled in response. In his breast a battle ardour flamed. 
The muscles of his jaws tightened firmly. Being, however, 
filled with the utmost determination he spoke with the 
utmost gentleness.. .. 

^^You mistake, O hero,” he said, ‘^'for it is not by his 
body tfeat man is distinguished. His body is a little thing. 
Rightly considered, it is even a ridiculous thing, with 
some men more ridiculous than with other men. In the 
doctrine that I will teach you it is said that the One Only 
and True God, Who is also Three Persons, made man in 
His own Image ; but it was not in respect of his body that 
this was said, for God is a Spirit and they that worship Him 
must worship in spirit and in truth, but in respect of his 
spirit. However well the body is fed, man will never be 
strong as a horse or as swift as a hound or as flighty as an 
eagle. He will never look as wise as an owl nor will he 
stand shapely as a stag. For bounds have been set to the 
possibilities of his body, and man is at the end of those 
possibilities. He may even decline from them, and more 
victuals will not restore him. To eat copiously, therefore, is 
a waste of energy that might be more profitably engaged. 
It is better to make more distinguished his distinction 
than to make more obvious Ms' imperfection. Therefore in^ 


the religion we have come to teach, man will become more 
and more a spirit and less and less a body. The round belly 
will be a disgrace and unnecessary flesh a shame. Men 
will decline in body and advance in spirit, for only by so 
doing can the^^ escape the limits of this world into the 
limitless freedom of the next.’’ 

For a swift second a look of extreme surprise passed 
across Oisin’s face at hearing himself addressed in these 
remarkable but, to him, unusual words. But instantly it 
resumed its heroic composure, and when Padraic mac 
Alphurn finished on an eloquent period, Oisin qX once 
replied. He spoke severely, and he spoke as though the 
subject were a familiar one to him. 

^Tt is often the case,” he said, ^^'that words of the pro- 
foundest wisdom from one wise man will sound to another, 
equally wise, like wind in the eaves of a house. It is unac- 
countable that this should be so; but only what is un- 
accountable is significant. It is, no doubt, true that to 
explain a mystery is to empty an ewer of wine, for an 
empty ewer is of no interest to anybody. Otherwise I 
should want tq know why the spirit of man should be 
housed in his body except for its profitable entertainment 
there. I have seen bodies in which the entertainment would 
not be profitable at all, O bishop. In that case the spirit of 
man must suffer, it seems to me, for there must be some 
proportion, based on experience, between the spirit and the 
body. It must be so. It was not by his body but by his 
spirit that my beautiful Oscar lifted a battle to victory on 
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his hands, but it could not have been done without a body 
that matched the spirit, and such a body must be nour- 
ished and practised. Ochone, my beautiful Oscar, m'ho left 
me in sorrow and the world in loss; it is not much your 
spirit could accomplish, for it is a lean entertainment it 
would receive in the body of a hungry mannikin, the like 
of which is all I now can see.” 

Mac Taill had looked at Padraic mac Alphurn, and he 
now looked at Oisin, with eyes that would tear their mean- 
ings from each of them ; but they were, each of them, so 
occupied with the other that neither of them gave any 
heed to him. For Padraic mac Alphurn turned to face 
his opponent, and said in a tone of the firmest pos- 
sible gentleness: 

“The man that is well-nourished in his body is sluggish 
in his mind and weak of spirit, O hero. That is so.” 

And Oisin answered as resolutely: 

“The man that is not well-nourished in his body is al- 
ways thinking of that body, and therefore has no thought 
at all, O bishop, but only a peevish tearing asunder of 
motives. He has no spirit, for the spirit is most perfect 
when it shines in action like a devouring flame, perceiving 
all things, knowing all things, possessing all things, un- 
aware of itself, not when it gnaws at right and wrong like 
a hungry mongrel at a bone.That is likewise so, O bishop.” 

“The spirit of man and the thought of man rise as the 
body drops away,” Padraic mac Alphurn said, still more 
gently and firmly. 
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spirit of mm, and the thought of man, cannot rise 
until the body is first nourished/’ Oisin said, still more 
resolutely and courteously. 

“The wisest man who ever lived/’ Padraic said, with a 
kindly smile of conviction, “fasted and prayed all night on 
a mountain. That was for an example to us, O hero.” 

“It was a good example,” Oisin said with an equal smile 
of courtesy, “for it is well known that mountains are in- 
habited by the Sidhe, great of power and beauty, who issue 
at night. And how may one climb a mountain until one is 
first nourished?” 

The faintest of colour flushed Padraic’s austere cheeks 
as he answered: 

“Your ignorance of true doctrine, O hero, has snared you 
into a most evil perversion. He went to commune with His 
Father, the One Only and True God.” 

“That is right, too,” Oisin said. “The Sidhe^ are they not 
the beautiful company in the courts of God?” 

“Not so, not so. The Sidhe are the wicked spirits of 
earth. God is the God of Heaven.” 

“The portals of-earth are the gates of Heaven,” 

Oisin spoke these words with a simple gesture of dig- 
nity, like one conscious of inventing a saying that, like all 
sayings of doubtful meaning, was to become for ever 
famous. But, like other sayings destined to become 
famous, it aroused an immediate hubbub of contradiction, 

“O impious man,” said Iserninus, “do you not know that 
this world will be burned in flames while God, attended 


by His chosen few, rides in triumph over the furnace?” 

“Indeed, that is most true,” said Seachnall. “And I, even 
I, shall be present on that occasion, though I am the most 
unworthy of the chosen.” . 

“Impious and ignorant man,” said Auxilius. “This 
earth is to be subdued. In order that it may be subdued 
it must be organised. The strength for that comes only 
from heaven.” 

“I wonder,” said Mac Taill and stopped. “It is just 
possible,” he added, and stopped again. 

But Padraic mac Alphurn cut the clamour short with 
one word. 

“Mudebroth,” he said. He looked around him with a 
flash of authority in his eye like the flash of a grey sword 
in the hand of a practised swordsman, and there was 
silence. Then he looked up at Oisin still standing in the 
framework of the doorway proportioned by the roof and 
the walls, and the length and breadth of the hall, and his 
authority trembled before the picture of man’s decline. 
The thin-drawn sound of two centuries of man shrinking 
and shrinking came stilly to his heart acjoss an infinity of 
distance, and to quell that sound he lifted his voice. 

“O Oisin,” he said, “you speak in ignorance, because 
you do not know. Therefore you are forgiven. I will give 
you knowledge, and then you cannot be forgiven.” 

“Is it better to know, or is it better to be forgiven, 
which?” asked Oisin of his soul. 

“Man must always know, because for that he was born. 
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I will tell you, therefore, of the wisest man who ever lived, 
and He was wisest because He was also God.” 

^Tinn mac Cumhal was the wisest man who ever liveo, 
and he is now with the gods. When he desired wisdom he 
bit his thumb through the flesh to the bone, and through 
the bone to the marrow, and through the marrow to the 
nerve, and then he had wisdom. It was ■wisdom, indeed, 
because the blood flowed with it. He taught that whatever 
happened was best. It was a good faith for warriors to be- 
lieve, but if he had returned after two hundred years he 
might not have taught it. It was, no doubt, the sam^ with 
your champion, O bishop, for none can control the future.” 

“I will match my champion against Finn mac Cumhal,” 
said Padraic mac Alphurn. 

will match Finn mac Cumhal against any man for all 
that a man may be,” said Oisin. 

VII 

THE TOE GIVE NESS OF SOICHELL 

mt : ■ 

So IT WAS AGREED. The contcst was set for the 
morrow, and Oisin and Padraic withdrew from one an- 
other to reflect apart on the virtues and images of their 
champions. For Oisin’s part the reflection filled him with 
melancholy. When he brought before his mind the picture 
of the great commander of the Fianna at the hunt, in the 
. battle, in coimcil, at the fe^t, slender and beautiful and 
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wIs 6,5 he , a past world when men acted because 

they,. kneWj, and he mourned Ms return to a world m 4 en 
men' knew before they acted, and often knew and did 
not act 

He mourned a world when . knowledge was as careless as 
the sight of the eyes ; and he mourned a world where 
knowledge W'as a troubled labour of the brain. 

At this fruitless reflection he was engaged when Soichel! 
entered with his supper. And Soichell set his supper down 
before he spoke. Then he said : 

"^forgive you, O Oisin, for lifting your foot against 
me.” , 

Oisin regarded Mm for some time severely before 
replying: 

^^Tfae Fianna never told untruth, and falsehood was 
never imputed to them,” 

This seemed to puzzle Soichell, so that he said : 
do not very well understand you, O Oisin,” 
say this,” Oisin said, ^^because it seems to me that 
you do not forgive me at all. If you did, you would act as 
if that little scene had never occurred. Instead of this, you 
come to be revenged on me by seeking to assert a superi- 
ority over me. To say that you forgive me is to exult over 
me, and to exult over me is to be revenged on me. And I 
will not allow that. I will not permit myself to be debased 
by your humility. I will not be enslaved by your meek- 
ness. I reject your forgiyeness, O miserable dispenser of 


food that my belly scorns. I will assert my rights and I will 

prove yourSj by doing to you again ’’ 

He rose as he said this ; but Soichell did not wait.He left 
the room hastily, firmly convinced that extreme age had 
affected Oisin’s morals, and probably Ms sanity also. 


THE FOURTH BOOK 


*> 


I 

PREPARATIONS FOR THE ASSEMBLY 

^^tupendous were the preparations for the 
assembly in which the contest was to be decided. Except 
Oisin, who at once discarded reflections that only made 
him melancholy, all the others of the household, from 
Padraic mac Alphurn down to the lowliest servant who 
came traipsing back from the surrounding villages and 
woods, spent all that day and all that night in agonies of 
meditation, that is to say of concentration. They were able 
to do this with all the greater potency, there being nothing 
else to do in the absence of the regular meals of the day. 

Without that familiar framework they had not the sup- 
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port of custom, and so they meditated, and meditated in 

agony. 

That is not to say that any of them did anything other 
than as he always did when he got the opportunity to serve 
his own inclination. Not at all. By no means. It was not 
possible. Men are strangely and 'mysteriously made, and 
it is a commonplace to observe that women are still more 
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strangely and mysteriously made. They are what they are, 
and they are what they were born, together with what their 
experience has made them.They are a bundle of memori^, 
young and old, earthly and unearthly. Their pasts are be- 
fore them, and it may be said that they advance into the 
future posterior forward. For if it is true that their past is 
the prophecy and augury of their future, as is most clearly 
the case, seeing that the future can only be the unpred- 
icated outcome of the momentous past, then it is equally 
true that in facing the future they are only facing their 
past, and that in experiencing the past they were only de- 
fining their future. 

To be sure, all these things are great mysteries. But no 
matter, that does not make them any the less true. Truth 
is itself the greatest mystery of all Men have been search- 
ing for truth ever since they invaded the earth, and though 
each generation of them has flung its cap in the air, and 
held the hidden treasure proudly in the hollow of its hand, 
each succeeding generation has mocked at it and done the 
same with some other discovery. So much for discoveries, 
and so great a mystery is truth. 

This much is, if not true, at least undeniable, that men 
are what they are and that they cannot be anything else. 
It is the great fact established for all time by Oisin in his 
first conversation with Padraic. When they are liberated 
from the custom that perverts them, and when they are 
loosened from the framework that shuts them in, they sim- 
ply with gladsome hearts become stupendously themselves 
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—they simply are, and that is a stupendous thing. Medita- 
tion is such a liberation, such a loosening, especially when 
thSse pivots of life, the meai-hours of the day, can no 
longer be relied on. Consequently each man of the house- 
hold did that thing, and occupied himself with those 
thoughts, that most perfectly expressed that urge-forw^ard 
into the future — that prow of his souFs ship which cleaves 
the waters of the boundless ocean of Time — ^which we call 
his inclination, 

II 

. T H E ,'P RE P A R A X I O N S A R B C 0 N T I N. U E D : 

Luachra mac Lonan, for example, was per- 
suaded to go into the closet of his own room, and to pray 
— ^to pray for Oisin's soul that it might be mysteriously 
saved by the Wisdom of the Ages, No question about it, he 
went to his room ; and no question about it, he repeated 
the one or two phrases that expressed that modest request 
till he got utterly tired of them, and till it was clear to him 
that they meant what they had begun by meaning — ^noth- 
ing at all. Then he began to muse and to meditate. The 
eyes of his soul began to see visions, for it is by the vision 
we perceive that which is, and it is by the brain we think 
that which is not. He saw with unimaginable delight the 
figure of a splendid warrior, vigorous beyond compare, 
not particularly beautiful (for beauty is, as it is said, 
only skin-deep), but with that compelling masterfulness 


stamped on his features that may be likened to uglinessj 
but is no more ugly because it expresses a mind so forceful 
that it holds the will of all the world in its sway. He Cam' 
that figure stand before him with beetling brows, pursed 
lips and thunderous eyes. He saw huge muscles burst that 
frame into lumps and contortions, standing on its arms 
like knots and ropes of wrought steel, and yet without 
marring the prodigious symmetry of the whole. He saw it 
hold an armful of spears in one hand and a mighty battle- 
axe in the other, while a shield of terrific circumference 
hung carelessly over the shoulder, 

, r 

After surveying this figure delightedly for some time, he 
felt that he must run and tell Oisin about it. In the morn- 
ing would be too late. This was the conception to save a 
man’s soul, and everything else about a man. But he did 
not know that what he had seen was the Luachra mac 
Lonan of his dreams. 

For his part, Iserninus prayed all the time. Never once 
did his lips cease to repeat the words he had learned by 
rote, and so thoroughly mastered that it was no trouble to 
him to continue them for ever. He fingered his beads, and 
a constant buzz sounded from his mouth like a hive of 
swarming bees. The pace of his prayers never changed, the 
words following one another at swift and regular intervals 
of time that never varied by the minutest fraction of 
a second. 

It was thus he prayed for Oisin’s soul. But having by 
these means subdued his other activities, having drawn off 


Ms other activities into that constant iteration, he too be- 
gan to see visions. He saw a Great White Throne. The 
whiteness was not soft and fluent and comely. It dazzled 
and hurt. It was hard and assailing. It asserted itself, and 
\yas rigorous and compelling. It was a whiteness that ex- 
cluded every other colour, not the whiteness that includes 
and suggests every other colour. It w^as a whiteness that 
might as well have been blackness for all the good its 
whiteness did for it, or for anybody else. 

On this Great White Throne sat a Great White Figure. 
The one whiteness was like the other whiteness. There was 
no difeence. This Figure had in its hand an episcopal 
crook and on its head an episcopal crown. It had a pale, 
austere face with faint and cold blue eyes. It had thin lips 
and a lofty, narrow brow. Much severity had made its 
face, that might otherwise have been benignant, seem cruel 
and crafty and logical. It was a face of blighted beauty. 

Before that Great White Figure on the Great White 
Throne, alone across the infinite expanse of the Great 
White Pavement beneath the three steps of the throne, 
came a human figure in withered and faded clothes. This 
was Oisin. Only now it was the figure on the throne that 
was huge and lofty, and Oisin who crept across the great 
pavement like an ant. 

He saw the Great White Figure regard Oisin with cold, 
contemptuous eyes, and then indicate him with out- 
stretched forefinger. Then he saw other smaller and sub- 
servient white figures come into being and seize Oisin and 
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hurl him over the edge of a cloud, hurtling into space with 
a clatter of weapons. He saw him fly through space, all legs 
and all arms, into a lake of fire, whose flames leapt upw 
receive him, lick him and engulf him. And he heard 
through infinity a thin, desolate cry of agony. 

As Iserninus knelt and saw and heard these things, his 
prayers went just a shade faster, such was his fervency. 
He approved of them all. His mind affirmed that God was 
just even while his lips repeated his prayers by rote. But 
he did not know that it was not God whom he had seen in 
a vision, but the Bishop Iserninus of his own dreams. 

Ill 

MORE PREPARATIONS 

Each in his own chamber, the others were 
similarly engaged. All day and all night they all prayed. 
They all prayed for the one thing, and they all prayed in 
the same form of words, but each man of them all had a 
vision distinct and separate from the vision of any other. 

As has been “said, even the servants prayed, for, the 
menial tasks being set aside to which Eternal Wisdom had 
appointed them, in the matter of prayers they were the 
same and as potent as any other. Some of them saw Oisin 
in heaven, and they with him hunting and fighting and 
leaping in a freedom as spacious as space, where meals 
cooked themselves and floors swept themsleves, where one 


man was as good as another, and some men better than 
most, though tliey had been servants once before. Others 
saw themselves in heaven, hunting Oisin out of it as he 
had hunted them out of the kitchen. For most of them the 
conspicuous beauty of heaven was that Soichell was not 
in it, it having been decided that he was only fit for the 
other place, because while on earth he had set himself up 
for being better than another man, with his harsh rules and 
silent' upstartishness. 

Seachnall prayed with a fervency that was feverish. He 
had the greatest difficulty in bringing his powers to the 
point of meditation. This was because his mind was trou- 
bled. He was not sure whether he ought to write another 
hymn in praise of Padraic, or whether he ought to offset 
that first hymn by writing one in praise of Iserninus. If he 
could only be sure it would be easier for him to meditate, 
for his meditation would necessarily be influenced by the 
knowledge which of these two would come uppermost in 
the end. 

Therefore his meditation was confused and impotent. 
It was as impotent as a river that runs into a number of 
little streams. And therefore his prayers were at times a 
mere gabble while at other times they were as sluggish as 
a summer stream — quite unlike the swift and punctual 
amble of the prayers of his brother Iserninus. 

Auxilius prayed. He did not pray so fast as Iserninus 
nor so unsteadily as SeachnalL The speed of his prayers 


was uniform thougla it was not rapid. Being uniform, they 
subdued at length his other activities, and drew them off 
into their constant iteration, enabling him to meditate and 
to concentrate and to see visions. His vision came slowly 
to him, not merely because his other faculties were tougher 
and not so easily subdued, but also because the vision itself 
was solid and complex. 

In his vision, he, too, saw a throne, but it was not a 
Great White Throne. It was solidly built of earthly gold 
on a pedestal of costly marble. It was encrusted with pre- 
cious stones, and on the pointed arch to which it mounted 
a wondrous diadem of three crowns was fashioned in dia- 
monds that caught the light from every angle. It was a 
wonderful throne. It was so costly as to be worth, not the 
ransom of one empire, but the ransom of many empires. 

He saw this throne set within a building into which the 
light struggled through pictured windows of richly col- 
oured glass, arriving dim and mysterious and subdued. 
The dome of this building was so vast that it filled his 
mind with delight and awe. The light elsewhere faded 
into a richly patterned gloom, and little else of the interior 
could be seen. 

One sat in that throne who was not a Being but a Man, 
The costliness of throne and dome was but a thing for 
scorn except as symbol of That Man’s power and the 
power which That Man represented. Far outside the dusky 
building fell a circle of sunlight on green sward and woods 


that swayed with the wind. In that sunlight stood An- 
other Man. This was Oisin. He was dressed in old and 
facJed clothes; he was himself old and faded, but he stood 
in his individual strength and defied That Man. But That 
Man lifted his finger, and the building organised itself 
against the green sward and swaying woods, so that Oisin 
gasped for air, and could not breathe, and finally sub- 
mitted his will and soul into the keeping of That Man. 
Then the steady normal course of the prayers of Auxilius 
blared forth like a trumpet, and his bowels were wondrous 
full of compassion and love, but whether for Oisin or for 
That Man and his Throne it is not right to enquire. 

The trumpet-tone was heard by Soichell in the next 
room, but Soichell did not mind it> He found prayer an 
infinitely blessed thing, in part owing to the fact that it 
was so much more comfortable to kneel than to sit. So 
beautiful was the vision that filled his reflective soul that 
his prayers stumbled along, broken of wind and halting 
of gait. He saw a Being of very saintly appearance. This 
Being was bearded, but this beard was not coarse and 
abundant, but sparse and spiritual. This itfeing was exces- 
sively thin, of face and of frame, as all high spiritual 
beauty is thin to excess. Beneath this Being knelt a man 
in old and faded garments, humbly asking forgiveness. 
This man was Oisin. And the Being lifted a hand over 
Oisin and gladly forgave him all his sins, though they were 
many. And Soichell was very ^ad. 


The long day and the long night drew at length 
to a close. And as the long day and the long night drew to 
a close, the prayers, that Oisin’s soul might be saved by 
the Wisdom of the Ages, drew to their close even also. 

Such a volume and such a fervour of praying for one 
man had never been known before. At least, there is no 
record of the like in all the precious books. It stands alone 
beyond the power of skill to do it justice. This is not sur- 
prising, as there never had been a case before, and there 
has not been a case since, of a man coming back to earth 
over two hundred years in Tir-na-nOg, and that man a 
hero, one of the Fianna of Ireland. 

This thought it was that perplexed Mac Taill, and 
brought all his prayers to confusion. He found himself, in 
a glad and defiant voice, repeating poems that he distinctly 
knew to be pagan of origin, even while he thought that he 
was saying Christian prayers. And not only did he confuse 
the pagan and the Christian eras, but he found himself 
also confusing the Cuchulain Cycle with the Fenian Cycle, 
which was only in a lesser degree as bad. For this poem 
was a poem in praise of the peerless bravery of him who 
warred while Christ taught on earth. 

These things distressed Mac Taill. He tortured himself. 



He began, to doubt his own election. In pain and agony 
of mind he brought himself to steady meditation by a 
gr^at effort of his will. He- saw a big bearded man, with 
misty troubled eyes, ■ standing by the shores of a lake, 
which w^as' the lake of Galilee. This man was burly and 
powerful of frame, but shy and gentle of manner. He was 
sunk in the deepest possible reflection, for had he not, 
though inarticulate of thought, undertaken to right all 
wrong and cure all suffering in a world where he saw noth- 
ing but wrongs to be righted and sufferings to be cured? 
Then he saw another man dressed in clothes that were old 
and faded, but quaint and strangely becoming. This other 
man went up to the first and gave him the sword that was 
in his hand, and received it back from him again. The two 
then went out to war against giants in their dens, and to 
fight all monsters fay the way, and to be such heroes as 
heroes never were before in all the world. 

Then the tears flowed dowm Mac TailFs burly, bearded 
face out of his misty troubled eyes, for he perceived that 
he had not only confused the pagan and the Christian 
eras, and the Cuchulain Cycle with the Fenian Cycle, but 
that he had also confused Ireland with Palestine. He was 
tormented. He beat his hands on his breast. He began to 
pray, not for Oisin but for himself. And he would have 
been deeply surprised if anyone had told him that in so 
doing he was praying for Oisin in the best of possible ways. 

There was no such doubt with Padriac mac Alphurn. 
He knelt unsupported in the centre of his bare room with 


•( 1 0 2 )• 

Ms hands clasped before him like a man accustomed to 
lengthy praying. He prayed sometimes in Latin, but as 
that was bad, he prayed also in Gaelic, and that was worse. 
The indifference of his grammar, however, was no indica- 
tion of confusion in his meaning, for his mind was clear as 
sunlight and his will steady as a well-tempered sword. 

His words came firmly and punctuall}?^ in order one after 
another, but they did not subdue his other activities, be- 
cause his other activities had already been subdued, and 
they did not draw them off into any constant iteration ; in 
the first place because there was no constant iteration, and 
in the second place because they had already been drawn 
into a purpose more constant than any iteration could pos- 
sibly have been. He heard voices urging him to be spent 
in service ; but he heard with waking ears. He saw a vision, 
but he saw with waking eyes. The vision was no new thing 
to him. Himself and his vision could not be distinguished 
apart, asleep or awake, by night or by day, for he was 
his vision, and his vision was he, both having been well 
matured together. 

The vision he "saw was of the sun bursting the clouds, 
cleaving the darkness with swords of light, and bringing 
wakeful energy to men who were tortured with temptation 
in sleep. As the sun broke the clouds, and lifted its counte- 
nance on the earth, it took the form of a Being, not young 
like a mere pagan god, but experienced and wise, with 
V ' a long ffowing beard, grey eyes and lofty brow. With 
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Ms coming, heaven came to earth, and earth was lifted 
to heaven. 

Leaping up from sleep he. saw a man who brought a 
smile of joy, which was also a' smile of conquest, to the 
Being who strode towards, him. This man was dressed in 
somewhat faded clothes, but he was clearly a hero, and it 
was easy to see from the smile on the face of that Being 
that it loved heroes. Other heroes lay about him, still 
sleeping, and Padriac divined the purpose of the Being to 
waken those heroes, for he judged that it could not tolerate 
the tlmught of anyone sleeping once the sun had burst 
■the" .clouds. 

As Padraic mac Alphurn saw this vision the same sort of 
smile came over his face also. He thought of Oisin, and of 
Oisin^s soul. His thoughts went to Finn mac Cumhal and 
to Caoilte mac Ronan, and to their souls, and to all the 
Fianna of Ireland and their souls. These were also heroes. 
Then he thought of the hero whom he served, and the smile 
deepened on his face. It was a smile of joy ; it was also a 
smile of conquest, for it was impossible for him to think of 
any task in which he would not succeed.'*' 

Even as he smiled, his face was lit by the light of dawn. 
He took this as of good omen, for he always took every- 
thing that happened as of good omen, being somewhat dis- 
posed to the acceptance of good omens. And he rose up on 
his two feet. For the day of action had opened, and the 
best omen of all is the readiness for action. 
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V ■ 

T H ASS E M B L Y I S , S B T : V ; 

The only person in the household whom ' all . 
this pother touched lightly, yet touched deeply, and then 
touched not at all, was he about whom it circled. This was 
Oisin. Urged by Padriac mac Alphurn to meditate on Finn 
mac Cumhal, and to summon all his virtues and potencies 
before his thought, he had attempted to do so. But he 
found the virtues too few, the number of possible virtues 
being limited in nature, and the potencies too many, they 
being as frequent as the hours of their occasion. 

So he thought simply of Finn mac Cumhal, whom he 
loved ; and this made him very sad and very melancholy. 
He was sad because he desired to be able to put his hand 
in Finn’s and serve him again. He was melancholy because 
he perceived a world in which such as Finn could not have 
lived, or which, living, he could have endured. 

Therefore he slept. It seemed to him the only thing to do 
in such a world. He had heard Soichell say, in answer to a 
question of his, that he wished he could spend all day and 
all night in prayer, so to escape from temptation. He gath- 
ered that to be the ideal of life for this strange world to 
which he had so unluckily returned. It perplexed him 
greatly ; yet to sleep outright seemed to him a quicker road 
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to the same end; and so he slept sweetly while all the 
others prayed. 

lie was wrong. It was not the same thing. For he was 
refreshed the next morning when ail the others w^ere tired 
and sleepy. 

That was plain to be seen in his face when they were all 
assembled. He was about a hundred and fifty years older 
than Seachnallj the next oldest of the assembly ; but in fact 
he looked about a hundred and fifty years younger. And he 
and Padraic mac Alphurn were the only members of the 
assembly who showed no trace of nervousness. 

Oisin/' said Padraic mac Alphurn, “O hero of match- 
less fame, undoubtedly you have lived long. That you may 
die blessed. That you may walk the streets of the New 
Jerusalem striking a sweet harp and chanting a sweet 
:hymn.”', ' ' 

^^That the same fate may also be reserved for you/^ said 
Oisin, hiding by his grave courtesy the fact that he did 
not know at all to what Padraic mac Alphurn was referring, 
are come,” continued Padraic, Ho pit our lords 

against each other. But before that can be done we must 

, , ■ ■■ # , . . 

have level ground on which to set them. We must agree in 
the matter of their comparison.'’ 

‘Tt is not possible to compare men,” said Oisin care- 
lessly, ^^except in respect of their deeds.” 

^‘'And also,” added Padraic, Hn respect of their words.” 

^Tt is the same thing,” said Oisin. ‘Tt was the rule 
amongst the Fianna of Ireland that we did what we said, 
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and what we said we did. The wisdom of the lips was only 
wise when it was the habit of the life. Otherwise it is only 
words, and words alone are the folly of weak and timorous 
men. For if what is said cannot be done, then it is waste of 
time to say it. It is better to eat and to drink, O bishop, 
than to spin idle fancies. It is better to sleep in the sun or 
to look on the fair hills of Ireland.’^ 

^^True/’ said Mac Taill, with moving energy. “At least, 
I am sure it must be so. But what of the consequences? 
What of the consequences, O Oisin ?” 

“The consequences,’^ said Oisin, with the same careless- 
ness, “are not the concern of proper men. They are the 
snares of crafty men. It is the man of guile who speaks in 
council of consequences. I will not consent to compare 
Finn mac Cumhai, of the race of Baoiscne, with any man 
except in respect of his deeds.” 

“One could not make a society on those terms,” Auxilius 
interrupted sharply. “It would come to ruin if it were in- 
sisted that men should put into act all the great things that 
we agree to be necessary, and especially those things that 
we agree to be |?eautiful. The beauty of truth is independ- 
ent of mortal substance, and it is of mortal substance that 
societies are made, and it is by giving heed to mortal sub- 
stance that we will persuade men to hold together. It is to 
profane truth to make it the measure of men’s weakness, 
and it is to be unwise towards men also, when they have 
once professed the true faith, for otherwise we may lose 
them altogether, to the peril of their souls and to the loss 
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of the Chiircli. Consequently^ it seems to me it is indispen- 
sable that we adhere to the beauty of truth, on the one 
hand, but be wise with mortal substance on the other hand. 
Does not the Scripture say that we must not let the right 
hand know what the left hand doth ? And does it not also 
exhort us to be wise as serpents while being innocent 
as doves?^^ ■. 

Auxiliiis could have continued the whole of that day on 
this theme ; and there is no reason to doubt that he would 
have done so but for the curious red fire he saw gathering 
in Padraic mac Alphurn’s grey eye. 

^*'1 agree with Oisin/’ Padraic said, with the air of a man 
whom it would not take much to make truly angry. “I 
agree with Oisin/’ he added, in case he had been misunder- 
stood. '^Whatever is true to say is right to do, and if to do 
what is true succeeds in bringing the world down in ruin, 
will not the world be burned in fire at the last day for the 
same cause, O sister^s son that is my brother in the Lord ? 
What matter when it is burned so long as the truth is done ? 
For be assured that truth will survive all ruin, and out 
of truth alone a new heaven and a new eajth will be made.” 

Having with these words eased the anger that had been 
gathering in him, he turned to Oisin and said : 

"'The Lord whom I serve said many wise words, and for 
that I admire Him. But all that He said Himself did ; and 
for that I love Him. It was the same with Finn mac 
Cumhal ?” 

"^Tinn mac Cumhal,”' said '.Oisin, ^%aid many wise things, 




•( 108 ). 

and he was most wise when he did what he said. His coun- 
sel was for peace and for war. In battle, said he, meddle 

. . (T' 

not with a buffoon, for, said he, he is but a fool. Wise 
words, 0 bishop, for victory at long odds is a shame. And 
as for Finn, he meddled not with fools, but kept his sword 
for the worthy.” 

“And what does that mean ?” asked Auxilius, his bushy 
brows gathered in a frown across his wide forehead, 
and a flush brightening his face at the point of his high 
cheek-bones. 

“It means what it means,” said Oisin, and he looked at 
Auxilius with so cold an eye, and with so strange a meaning 
in that cold eye, that Auxilius was at once restored to a 
mind of Christian love. 


VI 

THE VIRTUES OF FINN 


“And what was his counsel for peace ? Tell 
me that,” said Padraic then. 

“It was,” said Oisin, “manifold, because peace is folded 
into many shapes, and war is unfolded into one straight 
issue. It was chiefly contained in this, that two-thirds of 
men’s gentleness should be given to women and to little 
children and to the men of art who make poems, and that 
heroes should not be violent with the common people.” 


I 


.( 10 9 > 

^*Did he; say thatP^^ Padraic asked eagerly. "'That . was 
a. good, thing to say. I would be glad to say that.’’ ' 

, '^‘You. could, not say itj” said Oisin, for there are neither 
women nor children in. this house, and it, is no proof to 
be gentle with them at' a dis,tance. It is only proof to- be 
gentle when w^e desire peace from them in the house. For 
that sort, O bishop, become most beautiful when they are 
put up among the frosty stars. 

will tell you how it is. When Finn, as I have told 
you, bit through his thumb to the nerve in the marrow of 

his bone, he became wise and could foretell the future. 

■ ■ . * ■ 

They were painful to do, both to bite the thumb in this 
way, and to foretell the future. But once when he did this 
he told us that a time would come when men would turn 
women into a dream and children to a vision of inno- 
cence. He said it would prove a most unfortunate thing 
for women and for children, that to happen, because it 
was a sign that they would be abused. He said it was part 
of the one cruelty to escape into a dream and to abuse the 
living. Better, said he, have woman for a comrade and 
listen to a poet’s songs, than praise them for what they 
are not and be cruel to them for what tBey are. And that 
is how^ it was.” 

^Tt is clear to see,” said Iserninus, “that this Finn mac 
Cumhal was of the school of cynics.” 

“What is a cynic?” Oisin asked in a ruffle of perplexity. 

“A cynic,” said Iserninus, severely, “is one who speaks 
in contempt of all the beautiful dreams and hopes that 
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hold the heart of man xmsullied amid the wreck of the 

years.” 

beautifully expressed,” said Seachnall in an ec- 
stasy. ^^Indeed, nothing could have been more exquisitel}?* 
phrased.” 

“I am old,” Oisin said, shaking his head in mournful 
wonder, ^^and do not understand the new trick of speech 
that men have adopted.” And all the company looked 
upon the aged hero in infinite pity, he was so plainly out 
of date. 

^^And what else did he say?” Padraic mac Alphurn 
asked gently. 

^'If I were to stretch myself out into a lengthy tongue 
from here to distant lorrus, and if you were one ear from 
this place to Loch Lein of beautiful shores, it would fail 
me to tell you a small part of the wisdom he spoke. For 
him to speak wisdom was as natural as for a rowan to 
grow berries — a matter of right place and fortunate in- 
clination, not to be won with sweating. These things can- 
not be recalled, O bishop, because wisdom is a beautiful 
shaping of life. It lives in the spoken word. 

^^He told us to be true to all, for that was due to our- 
selves ; to be gentle in the house, for that was due to our 
friends ; to be surly in the pass, for that was due to our 
enemies ; and to be in fear of none, for that was due to 
the gods. He told us also to accept all that happened as 
best, for that was due to our destiny; and to give back to 
every man full measure of his own giving, for that was 
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due for his instruction in the goodness of good things and 
the badness of bad.” 

^^Tien Oisin had spoken these last words, all the bish- 
ops, except Padraic and Mac Taill, rose to their feet in 
various attitudes of horror. Iserninus’ face seemed longer, 
and Auxilius’ wider, and Seachnall’s more shrunken. And 
with instant unanimity they all exclaimed with one voice: 

“And what of forgiveness?” 

Oisin seemed for a moment deafened by the clamour. 
Then he fixed his eye on Soichell and said : 

“I ^ever experienced it till yesterday. It is a terrible 
form of vengeance. I forgive you all the breakfast I had 
this morning.” 

In their indignation at this insult they all sat again 
and stared at him speechless, till Auxilius found voice: 

“It was the same breakfast as we had,” he said, “and 
what is good for one is good for all.” 

“Come, come,” Padraic mac Alphurn remarked, stilling 
the uproar, “different people in different times say dif- 
ferent things, but they all mean the same. My Master 
also was a great warrior,” he said, bending his head rev- 
erentially. “Once, with no other weapon than a bit of a 
rope, he beat a hundred and one men flying in a heap from 
him. Ail legs and arms they were; and he whipped the 
hind part of them when he could, and when they shel- 
tered the hind parts, he whipped other parts of them less 
suitable but serviceable enough. A hundred and one men. 
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or thereabouts, and he with no more in his hand than a 
hank of rope.” 

“Ho,” said Oisin, and his aged eye grew bright. “Hp,” 
he said again. “That was a lusty deed. And what sort 
were these men?” 

“They were merchants,” Padraic mac illphurn an- 
swered gravely. 

“Merchants?” said Oisin. “What are merchants?” 

“Merchants,” Padraic answered, “are people who will 
neither let folk live nor worship God till they have first 
grown rich, and then they will not let them live or wor- 
ship at all. Merchants are people who stretch their"* hand 
between the standing corn and the empty belly till they 
have first built a house with a different room to sleep in 
for each night of the year, and a different room to eat in 
for each day of the year. Merchants are people who 
stretch their faces between God and man till folk do not 
know which is God’s face and which is the merchant’s. 
They are very successful, are merchants. That is what 
makes them merchants.” 

“Let us not judge hastily,” said Auxilius mildly. “There 
are good merchants and bad merchants. There are some 
who support the Church Militant, and will therefore re- 
joice in the Church Triumphant, and there are some who 
do nothing of the sort and will be destroyed in fire.” 

“Merchants,” said Mac Taill, struggling to deliver him- 
self of speech like a woman in labour. “Merchants.” Then 
he composed himself and said quietly: “Being a bishop, 
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I cannot utter my opinion of merchants in fitting words.” 

“He drove them flying?” said Oisin. 

,“With a hank of rope,” said Padraic mac Alphurn. 

“That was good,” said Oisin. “I would have given your 
Master service in such a battle, but not with a hank of 
rope. And Finn mac Cumhal would have given him serv- 
ice, though he was Captain of the Fianna of Ireland. 
For in the matter of gold, of silver, or concerning meat, 
Finn never denied any man. Nor, though another’s gen- 
erosity were such as might fit a chief, did Finn ever seek 
aught of him. If a man had only a head to eat with, and 
legs tb travel on, Finn never refused him anything. Were 
but the brown leaf which the wood sheds from it gold, 
were but the white billow silver, Finn would have given it 
all away. If Finn had found but a merchant in Ireland that 
time he would have scattered his entrails through all the 
Tuaths for a warning. He would have purged Fodhla 
from her shame. He would have rescued Banba in her 
sorrow.” 

VII 

EARTH AND HEAVEN 

“They were both great warriors,” said Pa- 
draic mac Alphurn, going with that wary skill that long 
practice in the snaring of souls for his Master had taught 
him. No hunter ever trod so craftily. No question about 
it, no hunter ever looked so austere and untroubled. None 


of the others durst chide him for venturing so level a com- 
parison, so grave he looked, so elderly innocent and casual. 

But the high courtesy and perfect behaviour of the 
Fianna of Ireland in part saved Oisin from the snare 
that had been set for him. Lightly his glance touched 
Padriac mac i\Iphurn, falling like the dip of a sea-bird, 
before he looked away into the distance of his own 
thoughts and said: 

“No doubt it is also creditable to whip merchants. And 
in the matter of comparison a hank of rope may certainly 
be called a weapon.” 

This saying of his is known for certain, because Brogan, 
the original authority for these debates, instantly recorded 
it as a model of classical reproof. It is to be found in Ms 
book. He also records that while he wrote Padraic mac 
Alphurn was silent, and this he notes as a sign of his 
appreciation. 

Then Padraic spoke forthright, for his skill generally 
ended in impatience, as is the way with imperative men, 

“A weapon is but a means,” he said sharply. “The 
worth of a battle is the measure of the end that is gained.” 

“It is not necessary,” Oisin remarked, “that a man be 
understood for him to be wise. And it is not necessary 
that a man be wise for him to be understood. But it is 
better for him to be both wise and understood. That is 
my judgment.” 

“What I mean is,” urged Padraic mac Alphurn, “that 
greater battles may be won with a hank of rope than with 


Finn’s long sword, and the greatest battles may be won 
without a weapon at all.” 

'*‘1 do not see,” said Oisin, “how that can be. If one 
were But no, I do not see it.” 

“It is of the battles of heaven I speak, not of the battles 
of earth. The battles of heaven are fought in the spirit, 
and the battles of earth are fought with the hands.” 

“Is it to fight in the spirit to fight with a hank of rope? 
A hank of rope may serve a turn, but it is a demeaning toy. 
It is not possible to make a poem about a hank of rope, 
O bishop. Can you imagine such a thing?” 

“I can, and do, O hero ; for I have told you such a poem. 
There is no better poem than the poem that chimes in 
action, as yourself have said in requiring that we speak of 
what men do and not of what men say. If there were no 
beautiful things for men to do there would be no beau- 
tiful words for men to write ; and one may destroy a soul 
with a sword and save it with a hank of rope. That is 
what I mean. For my Master came to save the souls of 
men where your master only lived to destroy their beau- 
tiful bodies.” 

# ■■ 

“That is not true,” said Oisin. “For Finn mac Cumhal 
was greatest, not when he slew men, but when he denied 
himself to speak falsehood to them, and when he gath- 
ered them about his house and gave them all he had. But 
he -was also great when he slew valiant men, and it is 
what they themselves would wish. For we must all die 
sometime, and it is better to meet death by a brave man, 
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and with a ringing mind, than to draw up the knees in 
a bed.^^ 

Padraic mac Alphurn’s mind suddenly sang out a hap'py 
music. He had drawn Oisin where he wished him. He 
drooped his eyes lest Oisin should see the light that was 
shining in them. He said : 

^^Greater when he saved than when he slew?” 
^^Saved?” Oisin pondered. “He saved nobody. He gave 
out of his own goodness. It was not possible for Finn to 
insult anybody with talking of saving them. Do you 
think Finn was a churl, a flat-foot, foul-sweating, slave 
come to unmerited power, a red-eyed, wet-nosed, manner- 
less loon mistaken for a prince? Save? Is it not better to 
be honoured and slain than to be insulted and saved? Do 

you suggest that Finn ” 

But Padraic intervened, for it was clear that Oisin was 
rapidly being consumed by his indignation. 

“You mistake me, O hero,” he said, and graciously 
bent to humour his pagan ignorance. “I am sure Finn 
would not insult anyone with his salvation. I meant that 

he was greater in his charity than ” 

“Charity!” exclaimed Oisin, leaping to his feet as if 
the word had injured him, and raising his clenched hands 
over his head in a wild effort to control himself. “Did 
you say charity ?Is it charity ?Of all things charity? Finn, 
who thought nobly of all men because he thought liubly 
of himself, to be charitable. With these two hands I would 
strangle that word in your throat. Ochone, O Finn, that 


I should hear this of you, who were always gentle and 
generous.” 

mac Alphurn was in desperation. The two cen- 
turies Oisin had missed in Tir-na-nOg seemed to put him 
beyond reach of the elevated conceptions to which men 
had risen since his day. Yet, he was stout of heart. He 
tried again, for it was his duty. 

“I did not mean charity,” he said. “What I meant was 
that he was greater when he was gentle than when he was 
fierce, greater in love than in the heat of battle.” 

“That is true,” Oisin said. “Certainly that is true. But 
was only gentle because his mind could also be fierce. 
Otherwise he would not have been gentle but feeble. I 
would have you know, O bishop, that Finn was not feeble, 
and that his love was a flame in his heart, not a thought 
in his mind.” 

Padraic’s heart leapt up again in joy. There was much 
in this ancient pagan that he loved. He had a conviction 
that his Master w’ould also have loved him, for it was im- 
possible for him to think that his Master would have 
love'd anyone whom he would not. • 

“That,” said he in grave delight, “was his spiritual 
battle. That was his conquest over the flesh.” 

“What was his spiritual battle?” asked Oisin. 

<*¥0 be consumed with love for men, to be gentle, to 
be generous, to be nobly-thoughted. For the flesh is sin- 
ful and utterly vile, and waSi ever tempting him to be other- 
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wise. This is a great spiritual battlej O hero. It is the 
battle of all life.’^ 

^There was no battle/’ Oisin replied proudly, '^^Was he 
not Finn mac Cumhal, of the race of Baoiscne ? Is there 
any temptation for a rowan to have other than red ber- 
ries, or a sloe other than black berries, or for an oak to 
squat like a thorn, or for the blackbird of Leitreac Laoi 
to bray like an ass ? It was his destiny to be as I say, and 
therefore he was Finn mac CumhaL He was what he was 
— Finn mac Cumhal, that is to say. For no man can go, ,, , 
outside his own skin, and no man can depart from hl^' - 
destiny.” 

“By the grace of God it is possible/’ said Padraic. 

Oisin looked at him without understanding. Then his 
eye brightened, and gravely he shook his head. 

“It is true,” he said. “There is no controlling the gods. 
Once — ^it is a sorrowful tale — one of the gods turned 
Finn’s mother’s sister into a dog. But she could not help 
that, and so it was no fault for her.” 

“The One Only and True God, Who is also Three Per- 
sons in One, and whose poor servant I am,” said Padraic, 
“can take a man who is a dog and make him into an angel 
bright as the sun. That is the good tidings I have to bear.” 

Padraic mac Alphurn trembled with the joy of what he 
was entrusted to deliver. But the effect on Oisin was 
mournful. He shook his aged head again till his beard 
quivered at the tips of the hairs long after he had ceased 
waving Ms chill. 



“He could not help that either/^ he said, “and so it 
would be no virtue to him. There is no controlling the 
golSs, one or three. But it is; better to be oneself if one can. 
It is more satisfactory/^" . 

-“It is better to be a- bright angel than a dog/' said 
Padraic mac Alphurn with the greatest severity of manner. 

“It is better to be a free dog than an angel of neces- 
sity/' said Oisin. “But it is best of all to be a man, if 
one may be such a man as Finn mac Cumhal was. And 
if one cannot be such a man it is good to follow him.” 


T HE E N 


VIII 

ITY OF THE GOBS 


Pabbaic mac Alphubn was in bespaib. He was 
also distinctly irritated, for there is nothing so fretful as 
to seek a pathway through a forest and to meet obstruc* 
tion at each point. 

He could very easily have performed a miracle on the 
spot. He was in the mood for miracles. That part of the 
universal laws he encountered in Oisin's mind annoyed 
him, and he desired to over-ride them on the prancing 
steed of a miracle, if only to show that he was greater 
than they. He could, with a word, have turned Oisin 
inttra porpoise or a pelican. He could have burned him 
in a flame, and opened the door to blow the ashes away. 
He could have cloven Mmin, twain with an unseen sword 
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and have interrupted for ever his casual blasphemies. 

He could have done any of the miracles that are re- 
corded to his skill in the unblemished annals of his works, 
or have enriched his fame with some new and fantastic 
miracle, to mark the singular mood of his mind. But he 
did none of these things. The singular mood of his mind, 
in fact, saved him, by restraining him. For singular moods 
are also reflective moods, and this accompanying reflec- 
tion revealed to Padraic that he rather respected the hero- 
like extravagance of Oisin’s wish for life. 

He accepted this as a revelation of the spirit, 
he was right ; perhaps that is what it was. Bat he was 
checked by other considerations. To destroy Oisin, 
turn him into a pelican, would be a highly unpopular 
It was one thing to play these tricks with kings and druids 
and other flunkeys of royalty or obsolete religion ; it was 
quite another to play them on a genuine hero just re- 
turned from Tir-na-nOg. With one they were a sign of 
power; with the other a confession of defeat. So he ac- 
cepted the revelation as a true one, and bent his will to 
patience and to care. 

To gain time ^thile he thought, he said : 

^Were there not times, 0 Oisin, O hero, when Finn did 
that which was wrong, and was sinful?” 

^‘'There were not,” Oisin answered. did not know 
of such a thing as sin, and what we do not know 
not experience.” 

^^Sin is sin,” said Iserninus suddenly and sharply, *^and 
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is original. When Satan first fell from glory he sinned, 
and since then all have sinned. Finn mac Cumhal was born 
in sin, and lived and died in sin.” 

“It may be so,” said Oisin. “But since he did not know, 
hd was saved much unhappiness. He was also saved pal- 
try misgiving in his days. If he could not help it, it was 
no fault for him. And as he did not know anything about 
it, he did not experience it, and was not unhappy about 
it, and his mind was not unclean with new names for 
ancient qualities of man. He fared forward with a bright 
mind.” 

“Stay, stay,” cried Mac Taill in a sudden agony that 
*filenced all. “Finn was not always good. Finn was not 
always just and noble and pure. He fell by the way and 
stumbled into evil. Unhappy men that we are, we are all 
the same in this, and mar our most beautiful desires 
with acts that shame us and drive us to despair.” He beat 
his breast as he spoke with one hand, and plucked his 
beard with the other. “I am worse in this than any other. 
Did not his conscience convict him ? It is both the judge 
in eternity and the purge in time of all men. It is the wit- 
ness in man of God. Did it not throw him into the abyss 
of remorse?” 

“Finn did not debase himself with recollection of the 
times when he was unworthy of himself. It was only his 
en^Sfes who remembered these times, and by that we 
knew them for his enemies, and slew them instantly when 
we could. He left these times and forgot them, and mused 


on nobleness and the beauty of man. What use to recall 
them when done? That is only to continue them. Remorse 
is a waste of time and power better given to the malting 
of what is memorable.’’ 

Oisin spoke with a pride that Iserninus instantly per- 
ceived to be pagan, and with a few sharp words he dis- 
pelled the fatal illusion. 

^^God does not forget,” he said. never forgets,” he 
repeated. ^The wages of sin are death, and the best com- 
mentators are decided that this death is banishment from 
his presence in the flames of fire.” 

'There is no accounting for the gods,” Oisin remarked, 
with resignation. "Nor is there any avoiding them. They 
are the enemies of men, and that is why they remember.” 

"That is not so,” Padraic mac Alphurn said gently. He 
also spoke with firmness and surety, for he had been pre- 
paring his mind. “It is so with pagan gods, who are the 
imaginings of demons. It is not so with the One Only and 
True God, Who is One in Three. He is not man’s enemy, 
but man’s lover. He forgets. Finn mac Cumhal could not 
always forget, O Oisin ?” 

"That is so,” Oisin said. "We are nothing but our 
memories, and our memories are we. We cannot go out- 
side our destinies, and we cannot go outside our memo- 
ries, for our memories are our destinies. It is sometimes a 
pity, but it cannot be helped.” 

"That,” answered Padraic in the same spirit of con- 
fidence, "is the happy news I have to tell you. For God, 
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the True God, One in Three, can forget. He can go out- 
side the law of memory, and He can bring us also out- 
side* that law. He will wash out the memory of ail that 
is evil, leaving only what is beautiful and worthy of mem- 
ory. That is His salvation.” 

‘■That,” said Oisin doubtfully, “would be a good thing 
to do, no question about it.” 

“It is a great mystery,” said Padraic. 

“It must be,” said Oisin. 

“I will explain it to you,” said Padraic, “and you will 
believe, and you will be baptised, and you will be saved. 

I see it all perfectly plain before me/’ 

would not like to part with all my memories/’ said 
Oisin, looking doubtfully at Padraic in fear of his druidic 
experiment. 

*^Only those memories that are sinful,” Padraic as- 
sured him. 

"^‘But some of my sinful memories are also pleasant,” 
Oisin said, and his tone was stubborn. 

“Only those that are evil then,” Padraic eagerly re- 
plied, reluctant to stumble over a word apt for pagan mis- 
understanding. * 

“It is full of risk,” Oisin still hesitated. “I do not like 
to part with any part of myself, and I am. myself in virtue 
of my memories. I prefer' to be myself than somebody 
elser^Wo not want to be a dog, and I do not want to be 
an angel. Oisin I am, and Oisin the son of Finn I would 
remain, whatever happens.” 


*^^Never fear,” Padraic mac Alphtirti said in glad con- 
fidence, “You will be born again in the spirit, and appear 
a perfect and eternal and beautiful Oisin. You will be a 
hero in the spirit. The joy of Tir-na-nOg is nothing to 
the joy that awaits you.” r 

“I do not desire to be born again. I do not understand 
what this is, but I am sure it would be a most untimely 
act for me. Was Finn mac Cumhal born again?” 

“Without doubt,” said Padraic enthusiastically, and 
did not note the alarmed and angry glances Iserninus and 
Auxilius exchanged. “He died in a state of innocence.” 

“I, too, will die in a state of innocence, and whatever 
will come I will endure.” 

“You cannot,” Padraic said. “It is too late. But never- 
theless you will rise into a life when all evil will be cleansed 
from you — that is, from your memory. God Is over all, 
and it is His love that can do this. It is hate that remem- 
bers ; it is love that forgets.” 

He stopped. Then a thought whispered to him, and 
he accepted that thought as the movement of the spirit. 
His mind was filled with ardent light, and he misdoubted 
nothing. He leaned forward and said: 

“Tell me, 0 hero, in what was Finn mac Cumhal 
greatest?” 

“In what was he greatest ? He was greatest in that he 
was Finn mac Cumhal.” 

“You mistake me,” said Padraic mac Alphurn, not to 
be disappointed. “He lives his life in your memory. Tell 
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me, how do you wish chiefly to remember him? It is a 

fine test.” 

■ % 

IX ■ : 

■■ : »; ' T'H.E ■ H 0;s P I T.A.L rX Y ' .O F P I N N'.;, 

Gisin WAS siEENT. He WES bent forward in deep 
thought. His brow was wrinkled. Then he lifted his head, 
the wrinkles departed, and his eyes were open and clear 
like a hawk’s while he looked into Padraic mac Alphurn’s 
own, ■ ' ' 

wdll not tell a lie,” he said. ^‘Finn mac Cumhal was 
greatest when he gathered all men about him in his house 
and gave them all he had.” 

Padraic’s heart was uplifted with joy when he heard 
these words, for he had foreknowledge that this was what 
Oisin would say. It was because he felt the foreknowledg- 
able spirit come into his mind that he had asked his 
question. He w^aited to hear its whisper before he spoke 
again... Then he said.: 

had a mansion of wonder, no doubt.” 
bishop,” Oisin answered, “you may well say so. 
The house of the Ard-Ri of the Five-fifths of Ireland was 
not fashioned more delicately or built so large. It was set 
in spacious Almhuin, in Laighen of the valleys and the 
plaftST Little avail for me to describe it. A poet would not 
exhaust its beauties in a year of poems. Yet, the excellence ^ 
is not in a building but in; its 'entertainment; and that 
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house had four doors. Four great roads came to the four 
doors, one from the east and one from the west, one from 
the south and one from the north. AH men who camef^by 
those roads came to those doors, and all men who came 
to those doors came into the house. There was food for 
each man, and there was entertainment for each man, 
and there was a bed for each man. They came when they 
came and they went when they would. There was nobody 
to constrain them, for Finn sat in the midst of all. It 
was a beacon and a welcome, the same house. It was an 
encouragement and an upholding. Travellers on the road 
at night would see that house from a great distance ; they 
would see into its doors that always were open; they 
would see the mighty fire that burned in it and the torches 
that stood in the walls, and the light fluttering on the 
shields and weapons where they hung; and they would 
see Finn among his guests entertaining them ; and they 
would give a shout for Finn and hasten on the road. If 
it was an enemy, Finn would entertain him; and if it was 
a friend, Finn could not give him more. For Finn never 
turned any man away. In that Finn was greatest of all ; 
for every man came as he was, long men and short men, 
lean men and round men, happy men and cross men, wise 
men and men not so wise, men to make poems and men 
to make laws and men to make nothing at ail, men to 
teach and men to listen, upstanding men and downtSSng 
men, blue-eyed men and brown-eyed men and grey-eyed 
men and green-eyed men and straight-eyed men and 
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crooked-eyed mcBj and every .sort and condition and man- 
ner of men,. Finn did not' accuse them' because they were 
nofas he was. He did. not accuse them: for ..their fate or 
their destiny. Finn received .them..aIL Whatever the differ- 
ence among themseiveSj they were' the same in his welcome. 
In that Finn was greatest of alL’^ 

“And sick men?” asked Padraic mac Alphurn. 

“Sick men and sound men,” said Oisin. 

“And' sorrowful men?” ■ ■ ■ 

“Sorrowful men and gladsome men.” 

“Dia he heal the sick and cure the sorrowful ?” 

“His welcome healed and cured. There is virtue to heal 
and cure in a welcome that is not measured.” 

“The halt and the blind and the weak of wit?” 

“They, too. The doors were open to the white roads in 
the beautiful plain.” 

“Did Finn cure the halt and the blind and the weak 
of 

V, 

H O SP.IT A ,0 F' E"A'E. X H A N 'B : S E 

When Padraic asked this question, Oisin 
lifted his body and looked sternly at him with his two 
eyCS^ey-bright^with anger. But he said nothing. His si- 
lence was louder than his previous speech had been. It 
flowed from him in swift waves that beat upon the shores 


of every man’s mind that was present, and made Mm rest- 
less because of a storm from' a distance.: ; 

Yet Padraic mac Alphurn was' immune because' he was' 
bewitched by his foreknowledgable spirit. He checked the 
confident smile that came wreathing his lips, and said 
with pride and dignity : 

ask you this, O hero, because my Master also re- 
ceived all men that came to Him.” 

that so?” Oisin said coldly. “And was His entertain- 
ment as wide as His welcome, for it is easy to welcome 
without substance?” 

“It was,” said Padraic mac Alphurn ; “and it was wider. 
On one occasion he entertained thousands of men, women 
and children that came to him. They all ate and were filled, 
and none went empty away. It was with two little loaves 
and three small fishes He did it.” 

Oisin looked again at Padraic in cold anger, but when 
he saw the ardent light that lit Padraic’s countenance his 
expression changed. 

“It was, no doubt, a good way,” he said, “if one could 
do it ; but it was^not very costly.” 

“It was,” said Padraic, “the costliest test of all. It cost 
love. Those that came halt went leaping away. Those that 
came blind went on the road constructing intricate poems 
on clouds and flowers and every sort of wonderful thing. 
Those that came dumb went wild with language, anoT^ad 
to be knocked on the head in the end to be silenced at all. 
Those that came weak in the wit started to talk so sen- 


sibly that folk soon grew weary of listening to them, and 
they were left refreshing one another with their wisdom. 
Evefy man went away satisfied ; and satisfaction, O hero, 
is the rarest thing in the world, for it has to be proof 
against paucity and excess ; having a great inclination to 
lose the delicate balance that is required. Therefore, was 
not my Master greater than Finn mac Ciimhal 

It was easily known that Padraic mac Alphurn was 
confident because of his gaiety. This was not only to be 
heard in his happy speech, but was also to be seen in his 
happy pride of manner. The gaiety had a conquering 
quality^ and Oisin was almost subdued into receiving his 
doctrine. But an ardent loyalty burned in his heroic 
bosom. It saved him. It bubbled up in his aged heart like 
a well-spring of youth, and broke out into the follow- 
ing reply : 

^Tt is a pity your Master to be dead, for there are wits 
yet that are weak, shanks yet that are crooked and eyes 
yet that are sore. Finn mac Cumhal was but a man, and 
did what a man could. He gave freely and asked no re- 
turn. It was not only to the fellowship of the Fianna that 
he gave.’’ • 

^^Ah,” cried Padraic, ^^be not for ever talking of the 
Fianna. They have passed you like a mist, and the sun is 
shining over your head. It was my Master made the sun 
andjl]^ moon, each in its own place. Was it only for a 
few He made them, and is not that hospitality large 
enough ? It was He formed the heavens, He that created 
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the universe, and He, O hero, that gave might to the war- 
rior. It was He that strewed blossoms over the trees, 
that lifted the elm to be lofty, that squared the oak tp be 
strong, that decorated the holly to be beautiful. It was 
He that modelled the flowers and filled their cups with 
overflowing fragrance. It was He that brought fish into 
the lakes, and sent the deer leaping through the woods 
with delicate bounds. It was He that formed field and 
grass — the spiky grasses that lift their heads against the 
sky like an army when you lie in the field under the sun. 
It was He made the little birds, and it is in His praise 
they fill the valleys with invisible song; the thrush of 
Gleann-an-Sgail and the blackbird of Leitreac Laoi and 
the wren that will not bend the littlest twig. Does He 
not, too, give freely, and is His entertainment for a few 
or for all 

^Was it He then that made the world Oisin asked 
in the utmost surprise. 

^^He and no other/^ Padraic answered ; ^^fer He is God 
over all. The earth is His and the fullness thereof, and 
without Him was nothing made that was made.^^ 

^^Did He make Finn mac Cumhal 

‘Tie did indeed.’^ 

“That was a good thing to do, for Finn was the most 
generous man that ever lived. Recreation of spirit and 
mind he never begrudged to any man.” 

“O hero,” exclaimed Padraic mac Alphurn in the in- 
conceivable ardour that urged him towards Oisin, “shall 
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not the Giver prove greater than His own gifts? The 
greatest goodness that was in.' Finn was but a ray from 
thejibeam of light Himself is. If He were notj there could 
be no goodness in FinUj for He is the goodness that is in 
evj^ry man. Could there" be weapons without a smithy? 
Can there be light without a sun? He is the original of all 
goodnesSj and therefore He is God. He is the fountain of 
all beauty and healing. The hospitality that was in Finn 
is nothing to the hospitality that is in God, by the same 
token that the sword is not more than the smithy and light 
vis less |han the sun/'’. 

^^A!I roads led to the hospitality of Finn/’ said Oisin 
a little sullenly, for he did not wish it to be known that 
he did not understand Padraic’s words as well he seemed 
to do. 

not all roads le ad to death, and wh at is death^but 



umphasitb. 


T S I P M P H A N D A C C 1 A Mi A T I 0 N 


When Oisin heard these words, the effect on 
him was most remarkable. At first he did not mind them, 
for^th^deepest wisdom flows inland to the mind through a 
thousand inlets 6f the brain like a tide pressed on from 
utmost distances. Then he sprang aloft, standing beside 
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the astonished Padraic like an elm beside a holly bush. 
Padraic looked up to see what was the matter. The two 
had been sitting beside one another on a long, low, o^ken 
bench ; and so, in order to look up, he had to lean his head 
back at a most unepiscopal angle. j 

He was just in time to see Oisin’s beard fall back on his 
breast like a drift of discoloured snow, and to see his 
excited eyes and high cheek-bones appear greyly and 
pinkiy over the drift as Oisin bent to roar down at him : 

“I see it now. The portals of earth are the gates of 
heaven. To be sure, nothing could be clearer. The^)ortals 
of earth are the gates of heaven.” Several times he roared 
this down at Padraic, who leant back on his arms looking 
up at him. For he had perceived that Padraic mac Alphurn 
had confirmed something himself had said, and no greater 
proof of another’s rightness has yet been discovered. He 
was delighted to find Padraic fill his expectations of a just 
man and a true. “So simple and so true,” he roared. “The 
portals of earth are the gates of heaven. I am beholden 
to you for your sweet revelation, O bishop— do you hear 
me?” Padraic, 6f course, could not help hearing, since it 
is recorded in the books that he was heard five miles distant 
by an old couple walking the road, who fell out as to 
whether it was or was not thunder, and whose falling out 
is proof of their hearing. Yet, it was only by-^sta® of 
punctuation that he said this. So, “Do you hear me?” he 
roared. “I am beholden to you for your revelation. I see it 


now. Tliat is where Finn mac Cumhal is now. And Oscar, 
the brave Oscar, my son Oscar, Oscar the matchless. And 
Cadlte, the gentle Caoilte, Caoilte of the eyes like a 
caress. And all the Fianna, the mighty, death-dealing 
Fianna of Ireland. Feasting and making merry.” 

“I do not know about feasting,” Padraic mac Alphurn 
said, wishing that Oisin would sit down, for he found it 
extremely awkward leaning back looking upwards at a 
man whose grey eyes and pink cheeks looked at him from 
somewhere near the roof, over the drift of a yellow-white 
beard, ^till, he smiled proudly and said : “I do not know 
about feasting. Nothing is revealed about that. But that is 
where they are, for the hospitality of my Lord is more 
than the hospitality of a thousand Finns, and therefore 
Finn must house with Him at last. Do you not see?” 

“I do see,” Oisin cried. “I see it, I see it now. It is what 
I would wish to believe, and therefore it must be true.” 

“That is so,” Padraic said, as happy as he. “For my God 
also created the heart of man, and He would not plant de- 
sires He could not hope to fulfil.” 

“To be sure,” Oisin cried again. “The»portals of earth 
are the gates of heaven. And Finn mac Cumhal was noble 
and generous.” 

“And my God must resume His own goodness and 
clQ^n“»*all evil at last,” continued Padraic, trembling 
with excitement.' 

“I must make haste to die,” exclaimed Oisin then in 
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an outburst of haste, as if he were prepared to die then 
and there without further notice. “I am tired of earth 

when I think of what heaven is. Besides which I am 'old, 
and tlierefore have few senses left for pleasure, whether 
of earth or of Tir-na-nOg. Heaven is the place for me. 
I must die, for I long to be with Finn and Oscar and 
Caoilte and all the brave Fianna.’’ 

is God Whom you must wish to see,’^ Padraic chided 
him, though not in anger, for it is difficult to be angry lean- 
ing back on one’s arms looking upwards, and it is harder 
to be angry with eyes so bright and cheeks so eag^r. 

do not know much about Him, never having seen 
Him, and it is that which men have seen they desire to 
renew. O bishop whom I love, when I have seen Him 
I will desire Him ; but now I desire to see Finn. Could I 
not die at once ? I would be easy to slay, so old as I am. Is 
there no one to contest with me?” 

“You cannot die now,” Padraic exclaimed in alarm. 
“You are not yet baptised.” 

“Finn was not baptised.” 

“Finn died in' innocence, but of good heart,” 

“I will die in innocence.” 

“You cannot. I have told you it is too late, for the truth 
has been revealed to you, and now the good heart will not 
avail you any longer, for the believing mind is more San 
the good heart. You must believe and be baptised.” 

“I will believe and be baptised. I will do these things 


at oncCj in case I should miss Finn mac Cnmhal,” he 
exclaimed in the sincerest alarm. ^‘Why did I leave it for' 
. so h!)ng?’’ 

You must receive true doctrine.” 

4^1 will receive it.” 

^^You must be taught.” 
will do that too.” 

''And be rightly instructed, for without right instruc- 
tion there is no salvation.” 

"That too. Anything that is necessary. I am in terror to 
miss Finn mac Cumhal and Caoilte mac Ronan and Oscar 
my own son. Instruct me now. Does it take long? I will re- 
peat anything you say, and do whatever you decide.” 

He stood high above Padraic with his arms outstretched, 
supplicating him. His tongue supplicated, his eyes suppli- 
cated, Ms arms supplicated, and everything about him sup- 
plicated. Such a picture of true repentance Padraic mac 
Alphum had never seen in all his lengthy experience. 
Therefore he sprang upon his two feet without an instant’s 
delay, and seized Oisin by the hand. 

"I will begin now, without further deky,” he said. "It 
never does to miss the precious mood of repentance, lest it 
should not happen again.” 

And forthwith he led Oisin into a private room apart. 
Fqii^ Padraic mac Alphurn was a man of great decision of 

in 

character, who never, as the saying is, let the grass grow 
under his feet. 
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XII 

HOW THE OTHERS RECEIVED THE TRIUMPH 


This unique scene, without a rival, as it has 
been admitted to be, in the annals of salvation, left the 
others stricken with astonishment. After Padraic mac 
Alphurn had left the hall, leading Oisin by the hand, 
there was a lengthy period of silence, during which no 
man looked at his fellow. « 

The silence flowed on lengthier and lengthier, and still 
no man looked at his fellow. The silence was like the 
silence of space, because it was empty even of unspoken 
thoughts. These had been expelled by the utterness of 
astonishment. After a scene so unique it was only fitting 
that the silence should also be unique. 

Then Iserninus leaned over and whispered in Auxilius’ 
ear. When that thin sibilance reached Seachnall he drew 
near, and began also to whisper. Then Soichell joined the 
company. But hp did not whisper. He ony listened, as if 
it did not matter to him what was said, but that it was 
no harm to hear it. 

Hearing the whispering Mac Taill lifted his head and 
looked across at the party, but he found the sight appar- 
ently so unpleasant that he rose and left the room, mak- 
ing for the open air. 

When he had got outside he heard a sound, and found 


Brogan beside him. For Brogan had also found the sight 
unpleasant, and had also left the room. 

• like that ancient hero,” said Mac Taill, looking 
down at Brogan beside him. “I must say I like the 
artcient hero very well. There is something about him 
particularly frank and natural. I like him.” 

“I like him, too,” said Brogan. “I always did, since 
the first morning when he began to fling chairs. His stories 
will make a great book for me to leave to posterity. His 
replies, too, make very good dialogue. They look very 
well ip manuscript. But I misdoubt that the company 
inside is hatching some mischief, all the same.” 

“Do you tell me so?” said Mac Taill, looking at him 
out of his beard in extreme surprise. 
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THE FIFTH BOOK 


A POINT IN THEOLOGY 


JL wil 


will call upon my dear Brother Iserninus to 
speak/^ Padraic mac Alphnrn said, directing at Iserninus 
so concentrated a glance that it was even a test of holiness 
to have withstood it at all. 

To the ignorant it would have appeared from Padraic 
mac Alphnrn’s manner that he was angry. Indeed, in a 
manner of speaking, he was angry ; but it was not the 
anger of the flesh, which is full of sin, but the anger of 
an upright man, which is proof that there resides in him 
a well-spring of righteousness. 

This much of cause he had for anger, that his plans were 
thrown into disarray. And this much added inducement 
there was, that he was now two nights and days without 
sleep. If, therefore, his anger had been of the flesh, it might 
have been winked at by his Almighty Master, Who in 
His wisdom designed the mortal frame pf a certSh Ifei- 
ited endurance beyond which, as His Omniscience knows, it 
is not responsible for a breakdown of the machinery so 
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exquisitely built. But it was not only anger of the flesh. 
It was the anger of uprightness, and he had very good 
• rea3on for it, as his conscience infallibly averred. 

He had spent the whole night instructing Oisin. He had 
sai on Oisin^s bed repeating phrases, and Oisin had sat 
beside him repeating after him with equal earnestness. He 
had sat almost in Oisin’s lap, looking up at him with eager 
solicitude, and Oisin had sat bent over him, staring down at 
him in pained attention. The long night they had sat 
thus, first one speaking a phrase, and then the other 
earnes|Iy saying it back again.- 
For the lesson had by necessity to be oral. As a boy, 
Oisin, over two hundred years before, had been destined 
for none of the professions — neither to be a Brehon nor 
a Seanchaidhe — but for the army; and so he had not 
wasted time to learn Script, but had been instructed only 
in ungrammatical Ogham, suitable for epitaphs and 
despatches and other such brevities for which care of 
diction is not required. So he was now at a loss. For no 
Christian treatises, needing extraordinary care in nice 
points of logic, doctrinal, canonical and liturgical, had 
been written, or for that matter could have been written, 
in Ogham, Hence these two eager hearts had been com- 
pelled to beat together, and these ardent lips constrained 
to repeat phrases together in voice and antiphone in the 
bitter unheeding the darkness that pulsed away, 
as darkness will pulse away whether it is minded or not. 
Even now the lesson was 'being continued. the 


woods beside the house, Brogan and Oisin were walking 
up and down, Brogan repeating phrases out of a book and 
Oisin repeating them back again.By this time, Oisin 'ivas 
thoroughly dazed and did not know what he was saying or 
what was being said to him. But he had a traditional 
memory, as became one of the old school, and the strength 
and exactness of the traditional memory are well known. 
He could by now repeat whole chapters of what he had 
learnt. He knew all the cues. He had not the least notion 
what it all meant. He had even passed the stage when 
some of the questions in his catechism had occu^ed to 
him as singularly futile, and some of the answers as of 
a baffling simplicity. But what he had learnt, he had 
learnt. He made no mistake. He never mixed the an- 
swers with the questions to which they were the answer. 
He had mastered question and answer in blocks together, 
so that each question evoked its own answer without the 
least chance of an error however trickily the questioner 
might have dodged to and fro among the possibilities. 
For this, undoubtedly, he had to thank his traditional 
memory. For though his mind was utterly dazed, till he 
did not know whether he was sleeping or walking, and 
though his pagan comprehension had not the least under- 
standing of the awful mysteries that were being expounded 
to him, yet he continued walking up and down with Bro- 
gan, who hurried beside him, saying phrases after hSin, a«d 
repeating question and answer in blocks together so as to 
know the cues, until he was fast on the way to becoming 
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the most word-perfect student in theology among them all. 

The day was very cold, but he did not mind this. The 
, woods were decked with beauty, for the brush of Autumn 
had painted them in yellow, orange, saffron, blood-red and 
al^ the hues of tender reminiscence. But did he give any 
heed to them ? Not a bit. The last lonely thrush was musing 
in the tree-tops, as it is well known that last lonely thrushes 
have always mused in the tree-tops of every sad and beau- 
tiful scene. But as far as Oisin was concerned, it mused in 
vain. Oisin wanted only to renew his sight of his father, 
Finn mac Cumhal, of his son Oscar, of the gentle Caoilte, 
and to taste the joys of heaven. By comparison with these 
things, earth w’as as nothing. So he paced beside Brogan, 
and Brogan hasted beside him, repeating phrases out of an 
illuminated, though not in his dazedness very illuminating, 
book. Brogan thought he had never met so tireless a man. 
He knew of a certainty that he had never met any man of 
so powerful and punctual and precise a memory. 

In view of this docile and anxious disciple he had 
plucked as a brand from the burning, and of the example 
even now being given both of his anxiety and of his 
docility, not to mention his abstraction from the things of 
this world into the things of the next, it is not surprising 
that Padraic should have been angered, or that his anger 
should have been of the righteous variety. For Iserninus 
hgd rarsed some nice points as to the debate of yesterday. 
He had spoken, not indelicately, of saving a soul under 
false pretences, and had questioned whether souls could 
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be saved by that method at all. Not content with this, he 
had insinuated, in that dry way of his, that an act almost 
amounting to a sin had been committed in setting the. sal- 
vation of Oisin’s soul above the truth of doctrine. Better 
let the whole world perish than that the truth be im- 
pugned. Let the truth be preached whatever happened. 
Only thus, and not by pandering to human affec- 
tion, or by truckling to human philosophy, could it be 
clearly known what souls were destined for eternal salva- 
tion. Therefore, Oisin should be recalled and informed that 
Finn mac Cumhal was not in heaven ; that it was a mis- 
apprehension to say he was ; but that he was in hell, ^ where 
he was even now enduring the tortures of the eter- 
nally damned. 

To this Auxilius had added his word. Broadly he agreed 
with his brother Iserninus. But he looked at the question 
from another point of view. The Church desired all men 
to be saved, because the more “who were saved the more 
powerful its membership. Therefore it was right to wel- 
come Oisin if one could. But this did not affect Finn mac 
Cumhal and his wild comrades, who were dead, and whose 
souls only were how in question. What had they to do with 
the Church ? And this raised another question of gravest 
importance. For the Church was the Bride of Christ. Was 
it possible to think of Finn mac Cumhal as part of the 
Bride? The thing was unthinkable, besides being) as^is 
brother Iserninus had said, contrary to doctrine. There- 
fore, on grounds of formal correctness involving future 


orgaEisatioB, lie agreed with his brother Iserninns that 
Oisin should be dearly told that Finn was not part of the 
Bride^ but that he was as his brother Iserninus had said^ 
and as he had to admit with deepest sorrow \Yas the case. 

§eachnall stated how he stood in the matter. He said he 
agreed with his brother Iserninus for the reasons his 
brother Iserninus had given. He also agreed with his 
brother AuxiliuSj and thought his brother Auxilius had 
made out a very strong case. It was true, to be sure, that 
there were other sides to the case. Anyway it would do no 
harm to recall Oisin in order that they might find out ex- 
actly how they stood. 

To all this, Padraic mac Alphurn had answered 
brusquely, being tired, that he did not agree with any of 
them. All the signs pointed to the fact that Finn mac Cum- 
hal was in heaven. He was a good man according to his 
lights, and had died in a state of innocence. As to doctrine, 
he was of opinion that sound doctrine was, after all, not 
a matter of learning, of which it was true he had little, 
but a matter of sound sense, of which he hoped he had 
more than some others whom he could name. 

This he had said, being tired, and bruslied the argument 
imperiously aside. He was that sort of a man. But Iserni- 
nus stopped him, and said in his cold, insistent way that 
this raised a matter of deepest gravity. Sound doctrine was 
n#. a iiiltter of sound sense, but of heavenly sense, which 
to human ears might sound nonsense. This was a matter 
to be argued in counsel together. They were all equally 
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bishops, he reminded his brother Padraic, whom in the 
Lord he loved, and whom in the Church he revered, but to 
whom he would gently say that these were matters tp be 
argued in counsel together as a bench of bishops, not to be 
dismissed by one of them offhand in this manner. Oisin’s 
soul was important unquestionably. But the truth was 
more important. He appealed to the discipline of the 
Church, which was not the discipline of one man but the 
discipline of Truth discovered in, counsel together. Then, 
having consulted together, they could see Oisin further, 
and not rashly baptise him under distinctly false pretences. 

Therefore, Padraic mac Alphurn had called the Bishops 
together. None but bishops were present — ^himself presid- 
ing — ^Iserninus, Ausdlius, Seachnall and Mac Taill sitting 
round in an equal and impartial circle. Therefore he now 
directed a concentrated glance towards Iserninus and 
said to him : 

‘T will call upon my dear brother Iserninus to speak.” 

II 

THE POINT TN THEOLOGY IS CONTINUED 

Finding himself addeessed in these woeds, 
Iserninus cleared his throat in a deprecating manner, 
and without any further delay, expressed hiif?self Jn 
these words: 

“Dear brother, as the matter now stands, this man Oisin 


must not be baptised. The potency of baptism is such that 
once he has received the sacrament, nothing can keep him 
out.pf heaven. I have heard of these Fianna. I perceive that 
this man justifies all the reports I have heard. Consider 
this thing well, I urge of you. Once this man finds himself 
in heaven, unable to get out of it, with his father and son 
and past comrades in hell, I foresee that there will be the 

gravest possible disorder 

may even consider himself cheated,'^ interrupted 
SeachnalL 

may,’^ continued Iserninus. “I foresee from the kind 
of man^he is — and have not his own words only too plainly 
revealed his character to us? — that he will not desire to 
remain there. It is not possible to resist the law of election 
and predestination. Only those who in the Eternal Wis- 
dom were chosen for that blessed state will be fitted to 
endure it. Others will find it too much for them. They will 
not be able to rise to the joy required of them. Beware^ 
then, how w^e import under false pretences this ancient 
roysterer into that august company. When he finds that his 
boon companions are not there, he will want to get out, and 
the whole peace of heaven will be upset 4>ecause of him.^^ 

Seachnail lifted his hand. His honoured age and hymnful 
capacity gave his words a peculiar authority among them. 

^That is most true,’’ he said. ‘'Tt is a grave responsibility. 
Tbis mm has given no proof of being quit of carnal desires,, 
but has even, in our hearing, openly exulted in them. He 
has wished for heaven for the final consummation of those 
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desires instead of for the lasting refutation of them. Have 
we not heard him ? Is it likely, then, that he will be content 
with heaven when he gets there ? Will he not rather bitterly 
upbraid us, and will we not be put to shame before the 
heavenly host, both for a grave error of judgment and/or 
upsetting the eternal harmony? It would prove a most dis- 
tressing experience for us. The responsibility is very great.^’ 

Auxilius had been waiting for Seachnall to finish. He, 
therefore, vigorously applauded his concluding words to 
ensure that he would not continue, and at once addressed 
the attentive company. 

^^All this/^ he said, “is based on an important truth. It is 
concerned with the validity of baptism, the responsibility 
of which, as my dear brother Seachnall has pointed out 
with such truth, is reposed in our hands. Ours is the Apos- 
tolic Succession. Whom we bind is bound. Whom we loose 
is loosed. How wise, then, were the words of our Blessed 
Master that on this rock would be built His Church, for 
without an absolute authority of this kind, lasting in its 
extent, and beyond the power of any to evade, it would be 
quite impossible to think of erecting any organisation so 
complicated as the Church. Not all His words are capable 
of so universal an application. Some of them are not so 
extensive, and must be understood in their context clearly. 
Others of them are not to be enforced without wisdom. 
Others again are true only in spirit, and would lead-to civil 
disorder if preached by unauthorised persons. Who is to 
judge if not the Church ? How is the Church to exist or 


coBtinue without authority to bind or loose for ever? We 
see^ therij how wise was our Master when He made this the 
^ yocK OB which to build His Church, All whom we send to 
heaven must remain there. All whom we send to hell can- 
Boi escape. And this, my brethren, is done by the sacra- 
ment of baptism, which is the act by which we accomplish 
the mystery, for if it once got abroad that that act w^as 
not sufficient, there would be an end of all authority.^’ 
is not the form of the sacrament that binds, but the 
spirit of it/^ Mac TailFs deep voice interrupted him at 
this pq|nt. 

Auxilius paused for a moment before dealing with this 
interruption. There was an uneasy silence. 

^That,^’ he said, ‘T regard as a cardinal heresy. For what 
is heresy but the unloosening of authority? Heresy is not 
the teaching of wrong doctrine, for what is heresy at one 
time may not be heresy at another. Heresy is the teaching 
of the wrong doctrine at the wrong time, when that doc- 
trine is not permitted to be taught ; and so it is not heresy 
in respect of doctrine, but heresy in respect of authority, 
being a disregard of the authority at tha»t time available. 
Anything that weakens the power of the Church is a 
heresy; and so I have.no hesitation in describing as a 
heresy any teaching that exalts the spirit above the form. 
!^r wh«e would the power of the Church be but for her 
authority? And where would the authority of the Church 
be but for the lasting and only efficacy of the form? 


Men would escape into private judgments, and anarchy 
would prevail.’^ 

“We shall be here all day if we go into these subjects, 
said Padraic mac Alphurn irritably. “What has all this got 
to do with the hero Oisin?^^ ^ 

“I accept the correction/’ said Auxilius wdth great dig- 
nity, “'in the spirit of tenderness in which it is meant. I am 
asked what has this got to do with Oisin ? In my answer, 
therefore, I accept as true beyond refutation that the form 
binds for ever if administered by the right persons — or 
even, as some authorities aver, if administered by the 
wrong persons — as long as the form is that which has been 
ordained by authority of the Church. Consider then what 
we are about to do with this preposterous old man, who 
has wandered out of his age into ours. Is it not only too 
clear that he is an anachronism? His motives are not as 
ours, nor are his desires the same. He does not desire to 
dwell among the blessed in heaven, but only to see Finn 
mac Cumhal. He does not hope to gaze upon the face of 
God, but merely to converse with his son, who died a 
touching but disorderly death. I would not like to answer 
for what he might do when he discovered that all his old 
companions were in eternal torment. He has a most erro* 
neous conception of fidelity. And the Almighty would be 
restricted from destroying him by our act. I it is a 
heavy responsibility. It threatens the 'very security of 
heaven.” 


Mac Taill rose to speak* He spoke with unexpected 
vigour and with expected incoherence. 

# seems to me/’ he saidj ^ ■ that heaven will ' be comprised 
, '..of.alLsorts* I plead for. a place' for. Oisiuj ''because I am 
suie many will appreciate his presence therCj if only he- 
cause he is copious of good stories. I do not blame you for 
It, my dear brethren, because you are not familiar with 
our history, but toleration was always held in traditional 
respect among our people. Our very battles, which so sadly 
mar our record, were based on mutual courtesy and for- 
bearanpe. Heaven is the place where all good things are 
preserved, and there are many qualities in Oisin, a little 
out of date perhaps, that one would wish to see preserved. 
There are many people on whom, by the blessed sacrament 
of baptism, we have conferred immortality and glory in 
whom one’s interest cannot be very great, for, though they 
have many respectable qualities, they have commonplace 
souls. God knows I do not blame them — who am I to dis- 
tribute blame among men? — ^but such is the fact. Perhaps 
I have a commonplace soul myself. But since the respon- 
sibility has, in the Eternal Wisdom, bee?st entrusted to us, 
let us take our courage in our hands and introduce into 
heaven at least one such man as this admirable hero Oisin. 
I do believe he would be of general interest.” 

^He ceased as abruptly as he began. But as nobody knew 
what he was talking about, and as it is doubtful if himself 
knew, nobody paid any attention to what he said. 
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Ill ■ 

A MATTE E O F W O R OS 

There was silence'in the assembly. Padraic 
mac Alphurn was expected to speak, but seemed disinclined 
to do so. One after another the^^ all looked at him with 
furtive care, but it was impossible to know of what he 
was thinking. 

Then Iserninus ventured to remind him of th^ point 
of the argument. His voice fell into the silence chilly, like 
an icicle in a cave. He 

^^He will not be content to remain in heaven. He will 
surely want to get out. I know the man. But it is written 
that there will be a great gulf fixed ” 

^^Why will he want to get out?’’ Padraic mac Alphurn 
asked suddenly and sharply. ^^Answer me that.” 

“Because,” said Seachnall, stepping in and speaking in 
a mild and careful manner, “of the kind of man he is, and 
of his evident digtaste for the mild joys of the blessed, in 
the first place ; and in the second place, because he will not 
find Finn and his company there, as he has been falsely 
led to hope. ” 

“I do not see,” said Mac Taill, lifting his head again 
and speaking as out of a dream, “why Finn mac CumSal 
should not be there. Why should that be assumed? Com- 
panies may only be potent when they express a coherent 
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and uniform idea, but they are only interesting when they 
are comprised of interesting people. In heaven, my dear 
« bretibren, there will be no more need for potency, for sin 
will have been overcome. There will thus be an oppor- 
tmj^ity for interesting people. It seems to me, from all we 
have heard of Finn mac Cumhal, that heaven will not be 
able to do without a personality of such distinction and 
rarity. No place where we creatures wdll have to abide 
eternally can afford to exile from its precincts the really 
interesting people. Let us recall that by its nature distinc- 
tion is abnormal, and the abnormal is the interesting, and 
interest creates happiness. I confess that I myself desire 
to meet Finn mac Cumhal, and several others of the 
Fianna, in heaven. Am I then wrong in this? Is that desire,, 
which I believe to be pure, a sin?’’ 

^‘Our dear brother Mac Taill,” said Padraic mac Al- 
phurn, ^^has expressed himself with Celtic fire and earnest- 
ness. I understand him to mean that he believes Finn mac 
Cumhal to be in heaven. That is the point. If Finn mac 
Cumhal is in heaven, then Oisin will not desire to get out. 
My dear brother Iserninus,” he said sternly, “has sug- 
gested that I have saved, or am about to save, Oisin’s soul 
under false pretences ” 

“False pretences, not in intention, but in fact,” Iserninus 

^Tals? pretences neither in intention nor in fact,” 
Padraic mac Alphurn said. “Finn mac Cumhal is in 
heaven. He died in innocence and of a good heart in an 


t 
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era before these qualities could be defined by acceptance 
or rejection of the doctrine we are charged to preach. If 
Finn mac Cumhal is in heaven, then all is well in regard to - 
Oisin, and we waste time in discussing the matter.’’ 

^^The question cannot be dismissed so easily/’ said Aipdl- 
ius. ‘^The Church must decide whether Finn is in heaven.” 

^^Is it not God Who will decide that ?” asked Mac Talll 
in a tone of astonishment. 

“In a manner of speaking that is so,” said Auxilius ; “but 
actually not. He has resigned that matter into the hands 
of the Church. WTiom we bind is bound. Whom we loose is 
loosed. It might be said that this cannot come of effect 
prior to the beginning of the Apostolic Succession, or the 
speaking of those august words. But I can show that it 
does. For if we are to speak with authority as to the condi- 
tions under which this man Oisin is to be bound or loosed, 
then we must be in a position to make those conditions 
absolute. Once admit doubt into our decisions and au- 
thority is undone.” 

“Consider, my dear brother,” said Iserninus, addressing 
Padraic with noteworthy energy, “the extreme danger of 

■ r- 

the doctrine you have just announced. If men could get to 
heaven by dying in innocence and of a good heart, then 
where is our vocation gone? The unique virtue of the doc- 
trine has been impugned that we have been charged to 
deliver to mankind sunk in sin.” ^ ^ ^ 

“That is so,” said SeachnaJl. “Undoubtedly that is so. 
Our special character disappears, and salvation is reduced 


to mere goodness, which, according to our preaching, is 
proof of the exceeding sinfulness of sin.Have we not always 
♦ tanfht that the merely good man needs the virtue of ordi- 
nance and sacrament not less than the reprobate sinner ? Is 
what we have taught true, or is it false 

“It is true,” said Padraic mac Alphurn in a great per- 
plexity, “But it is true since the preaching of the Gospel.” 

Auxilius rose to his feet in great excitement. He said : 

“Before or since, what does it matter? Reflect on the 
peril if such teaching as this once got abroad. Men would 
fiy frq,m us as from a plague. They would say we were 
bringing a responsibility to them they did not desire. They 
would say we darkened their lives, and that it was more 
blessed to live outside our influence than within it. Instead 
of emancipating them from sin we would be merely endow- 
ing them with its penalties. Our strongest argument would 
be turned against us. Salvation would become a menace. 
We have already seen the effect of such an idea on this 
preposterous old hero. He said he would die in innocence. 
Naturally. Everyone would determine to die in innocence, 
and then what hope would there be of organising the 
Church? My dear brethren, I urge you to consider this. 
We cannot be too firm. It is even essential for the future of 
the Church that Finn mac Cumhal be bound in hell.” 

This powerful reasoning, supported by so evident a sin- 
cerity, Sad a strqpg effect on Padraic mac Alphurn, as was 
plain to see from his manner of astonishment and distress. 

“But consider, my dear brother,” he urged, “the common- 
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sense of the matter, Finn mac Cnmhal was a good man. He 
lived according to the lights vouchsafed him.Besides which 
he is a national hero. Is he to be penalised for the in ^ 
which he was born? That would be clearly unjust, for he 
did not choose to be born then, but it was appointed tliat-^e 
should be born at a time when it may not have suited him. 
Some people had to be born then, or the Christian age in 
this country could never have come about in the flowing of 
time. In that sense he actually contributed to the bringing 
about of the Christian age. Is he to be consigned to hell by 
us for this? I allow that some of his acts do not commend 
themselves to me ; but a time in purgatorial pains would 
suf&ce for this. But the deep offence of rejecting our teach- 
ing cannot be charged against him, for there was no 
such teaching for him to reject. In short,” he added, with 
regained confidence, “I appeal to the common-sense of 
the matter.” 

A grey light shone on Iserninus^ face as he rose to reply, 
the heaven is high above the earth, so is the Divine 
Wisdom above mortal wisdom. For this cause is it written 
that not many wise are called, nor many learned, but rather 
the humble and the lowly. It is not difficult to see the 
reason for this. It is not necessary for Divine Wisdom to 
confute this common-sense to which appeal has now been 
made, and I will not attempt to do so, for being equipped^ 
with omnipotence, it will dominate all things in the end, 
and will take pleasure in bringing the wise to nought and 


trampling the proud to dust. I am sure that my dear 
brother Seachnal! will agree with me in this.” 

Appealed to in this way, Seachnall’s features grew grave 
with responsibility, and he answered in these words : 

•■■‘'It is one thing to say that what we teach is such mani- 
fest common-sense that it should claim the adherence 
of all men, but it is quite another, it seems to me, to say 
that because a proposition appears to be manifest com- 
mon-sense should therefore be incumbent on us to accept 
it, much less to preach it.” He reflected a moment. “Quite 
another,” he added emphatically and firmly. 

“For myself,” said Ausilius in a ringing voice, “I would 
even call such a notion a heresy. In the first place, it ap- 
peals to private judgment, and so displaces authority. In 
the second place, it is not exigent, and whatever is not 
exigent is heretical. We cannot, at this critical stage of 
history, allow of this mode of escape.” 

Against so powerful a weight of authority, Padraic mac 
Alphurn was in sore distress. In his distress he appealed 
to Mac Taill. 

“What does my dear brother Mac Tajjl say?” he asked. 

“I suggest,” said Mac Taill boldly, “that we call Oisin 
himself.” 

This proposal caused the extremest surprise in the as- 
sembly. Each bishop turned towards the speaker in won- 
iSer and bewilde*?ment. 

“To what end,” asked Auxilius sharply, “should we 
call this man?” 
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“To the end,” Mac Taill answered simply, “that he 
should tell us a story. He is singularly copious of good 
stories.” <r. 

A smile came over Padraic mac Alphurn’s face as he 
looked on the astonishment of the company. - 

“I perceive,” he said, “the truth of the saying that the 
voice of the simple-hearted shall overcome the judgment 
of the wise. We will invite the hero. Our dear brother will 
bring him among us, and he shall tell us a story of Finn 
mac Cumhal. By that story we will decide which of us is 
right. It will be for a guide to us.” 


IV 

oisin’s expectation 


OlSIN CAME TO THE ASSEMBLY CXpCCting the 

mysterious ritual that would instantly convey him to 
Finn mac Cumhal and the bands of the Fianna of Ireland. 
His extreme age was transfigured with the youthfulness 
of hope and bright desire. His steps were buoyant and 
eager. The movernents of his lean body were sinuous and 
graceful. He did not know if the angel who would trans- 
port him to heaven would be anything like Niamh who 
conveyed him to Tir-na-nOg, or if the steed to carry him 
would be more superb and lusty than the steed vdiich shft, 
had ridden. The passages read him by Brogan from the 
Apocalypse had filled him with grave misgivings as to 
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the sex of these angels, and the steeds struck him as more 
picturesque and monstrous than practicable. Still, these 
% were details. Each country had its own eccentricities of 
manners, of men and of beasts. Finn mac Cumhal would 
be^ the same ; Oscar’s beauty would be unchanged ; and 
Caoilte’s love was unchangeable. Their ancient virtues 
would be as fresh to him as morning dew; and for them 
he would gladly endure the peculiarities of a country in- 
habited by strange beings like the Great Whore of Baby- 
lon and the Unicorn of the Seven Stars, and great crowds 
that marched to and fro singing Holy, Hol}^ Holy. 

Custom would assuage these oddities and wizardries 
of life in the new country. No custom could dent the edge 
of loving comradeship. The main thing was to get where 
Finn mac Cumhal was as quickly as possible, and Oisin 
came prepared to receive the queer rite that had been 
promised him for his learning. He was confident in him- 
self. There had been nothing so heroic in his long life as 
his application during the past twenty-four hours. It would 
baffle the most learned of these bishops, he felt assured, 
to outwit him in what he had committed, by whole chap- 
ters, to memory. No matter how ambiguous the questions, 
or how mysterious the replies he was expected to make, 
he had them fitted each to each in all their possible varia- 
tions. Word-perfect he was, and ready, utterly ready, 

^ Greats therefore, was his dismay when he learned that 
the rite was to be postponed. It mollified him little to 
learn that the bishops wished to hear another tale about 


.( 1 S 8 ). 

Finn mac Ciimlial. His disappointment was too keen for 
him to take pleasure even in the fact that these bishops 
were thus far interested in his great captain. Yet, being a ^ 
hero, he accepted with sternness all ills of life as they 
came. « 

He asked, therefore, with the calm born of grievous dis- 
appointment, what kind of tale they wished to hear, since 
there were as many kinds of tales about Finn as there 
were berries in Autumn, and all of them true. To this, 
Mac Taill answered as quickly as eagerly that it would 
be extremely pleasant to have a tale of witchery and 
magic, if there were such a tale in Oisin’s recollection. 
Now, Mac Taill was a man who had always pleased Oisin 
well, and so this was the tale he told. 

V 

THE TALE OF THE MYSTERIOUS CUP 

“It was,’’ he said, beginning slowly in the ef- 
fort to put his disappointment heroically behind him, 
“once when we were hunting on Sliabh Fuaidh in the 
north that the deer went onwards before the men. On he 
went without falter in step or bound until he came to 
craggy Carraigin, and when we got to that place we did 
not know what way he had gone. We ail parted "different- 
ways, and Finn mac Cumhal had the melodious Daire for 
his companion. It was in a druidic magical mist they 
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were, for Daire played a pitiful music and Finn sounded 
his horn, and whatever way we went to meet that music 
It v»as always behind us and never could we come near 
them. 

^^^It was then a gentle maid with cheeks like the rose 
came to Finn. Her name was Glannluadh, and she came 
to assist the two heroes. But while they held gentle con- 
verse they heard drowsy faery music chanted melodiously 
by their side. ^How is this, O Finn mac Cumhal,’ said the 
noble princess, am entirely pining away?’ ^So am I, too, 
O gentle woman,’ said Finn. ^Nor am I quite well myself,’ 
quoth Daire, And with that they all slept in death’s heavy 
repose. 

‘When they recovered from their faints they saw them- 
selves beside a golden fortress of powerful sway. Around 
them rocked a rough-waved, greenish, stormy sea, and 
across from the fortress towards them swam a corpulent 
hero and a gentle maid. That corpulent hero and that 
gentle maid seized these three and bore them within the 
golden fortress. ‘Why do you treat me thus?’ said Finn, 
‘for it is not becoming in a hero not to be magnanimous 
and just.’ ‘Dost thou remember slim Meargach of the 
spears?’ said this warrior. ‘I am now to right that deed 
on Cnoc-an-Air. My own name is Draoigheantoir, and 
this is my sister Ailne, the wife of the same Meargach.’ 

“Sad Was their^ state, then, for they lay in a dungeon 
without food and without drink. ‘How came you to elope 
with Finn mac Cumhal?’ asked Ailne of the gentle Glann- 


luadhj %nd Ms own mild wife alive. To your like ignoble 
was the deed,’ Then it was that Glannluadh told the truth 
of her story, that she did not know east or west,^^and^ 
never saw him before that time. So Ailne released Glann- 
luadh, and received her in her own house, and was sister 
to her, Tor,’ said she, ^ ’tis likely that to be the truth.’ ” 

At this point of Oisin’s story Seachnall broke in with a 
sharp speech. It is recorded that what he said was : 

^T think it most unlikely, indeed. How do we know 
that something did not happen? The circumstances were 
most suspicious.” 

Oisin stopped and looked over Seachnall with a^hostile 
glance. He spoke with pride. 

^Tlen do not see other men but through their own eyes* 
One man’s idea of another man’s character is the best 
expression of his own.” 

And Padraic mac Alphurn was troubled to see the 
angry light in Seachnall’s eyes, for he knew how critical 
Seachnall’s vote was afterwards to be. He waved to Oisin 
to continue, but Oisin was silent awhile, thinking on the 
strangeness of some men’s judgments. Then he returned 
to his tale. 

^When Glannluadh was set free, there was hope for 
Finn mac Cumhal, for she was grieved at his bondage, 
having once shared it herself. She persuaded Ailne to 
bring food to him, and she persuaded her to br^ng driijJ^ 
to him. And Ailne brought food to the two heroes, and 
she brought drink to them,, so that they lived. The two 
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noble women broiiglit food and drink to the two death- 
-weary mem. 

“When Draoigheantoir heard of this he asked the occa- 
sion of itj and Ailne answered that it was because of the 
lov^iy music that was to be had by Daire, Then Draoxgh- 
eantoir desired to hear the music, for all men have some 
music in their hearts, even if the music be strange or the 
heart be strange. Therefore he loosed Daire and Finn 
from their spells, and Daire made music for him, too. 

“It was how we the Fianna heard that music, and knew 
that it was the music of Daire. In every place we had 
searched for our comrades, and in every place it had failed 
us to find them. Then we arrived at a certain place, and 
we did not know that it was at this place, behind the 
veils of magic and the folding of the doors of earth, that 
Finn and Daire were held. We did not know it, for they 
were beyond the illusion of our eyes, until we heard the 
music that we knew to be Daire's, for Draoigheantoir had 
loosed him from his spell. i\nd we gave one mighty shout 
of joy and a loud cry of battle forthwith. 

“Draoigheantoir heard that loud shout, and he quickly 
put his spells on the two heroes, and he also put spells on 
us, and instantly we were all in the golden fortress, lift- 
ing our common wail together. For it was the will of 
Draoigheantoir to put us all into death without delay. 
Clears of hlood were on the face of Finn mac Cumhai for 
the end he had brought to his comrades. 

“One hundred and three Draoigheantoir slew, until he 


came to Conan the Bald. NoWj the world is of all sortSj 
and Conan was of the world. It was not his fault that he 
was as he was, big of speech and little of heart, and big- 
and likewise bald of head. When he saw the other coming 
towards him with a lance both sharp and severe, he kapt 
from his thongs and left part of his posterior on the seat 
after him. ^Never put me to death,’ he said sorrowfully 
and gloomily, ^till thou first heal my wounds.’ It was little 
for Draoigheantoir to grant Mm his request, and he took 
him with him to heal him. 

“Now we knew from Glannluadh that Draoigheantoir 
had a Cup of powerful spells. A druid of the Magical Cup 
he was, for by that Cup he wrought all his magic. When, 
therefore, he was come to his place he called to Ailne, 
^Give me the Gup of the Powerful Spells till I heal the 
posterior wounds of this big bald man now in gloom.’ So 
Ailne brought the Cup, and Draoigheantoir placed it in 
the hands of Conan the Bald. As for Ailne, she examined 
the back parts of Conan, and applied to them a large 
skin full of feathers, which adhered to that place for 
ever. To his rump it adhered, and he was never without his 
bye-name from that time out. Bald he was in head, but he 
was not bald behind. 

“Then Draoigheantoir hastened back to make an end 
of the heroes, and Ailne hastened with him. Altogether 
they forgot that they had left the Cup uplifted in the 
hands of Conan the- Bald, to whose backside the feathers 


did adhere. And Conan hid the Religious Cup, the Cup 
of Power, in Ms clothes and hastened after Mm. 

> '‘When Draoigheantoir saw him approach he asked him 
why he came. 'To see the death and departure of the 
Fi?%nna/ answered Conan the Bald. 'And where is the 
Cup I left with you ?’ asked Draoigheantoir. Tn yon room 
after me,‘ answered Conan the Bald. Draoigheantoir fled 
to examine his treasures ; but while he was gone, Conan 
the Bald applied the virtue of the Cup to us all and we 
were all free ” 

"By^the virtue of the Cup you were free ! exclaimed 
Padraic mac Alphiirn joyfully. 

"By the virtue of the Cup we were all free/^ said Oisin. 

"Success and benediction, O hero,” Padraic mac Al- 
phurn cried out. "It is a good tale. It is also I perceive a 
prophetic tale. It is a tale given at this moment for a sign 
and a guidance to us. Finn was saved by the virtue of 
tins Cup?” 

"Finn was saved by virtue of this Cup surely,” an- 
swered Oisin, a little wondering at the enthusiasm of this 
grave bishop. 

"And the Fianna were saved by the virtue and potency 
of this Cup?” 

"The Fianna also were undoubtedly saved by the yir- 
tue and potency of the Cup.” 

^ "It is a sign sei^t from heaven,” Padraic exclaimed. "It 
cannot be interpreted in any other way. Let this tale be 
written by thee, O Brogan.” 


“It is written already,” said Brogan. 

“Let it be carefully recorded.” 

“It shall be carefully recorded.” « 

VI 

THE INTERPRETATION OF THE TALE 

When Oisin was gone out again, Padraic mac 
Alphurn turned in grave and confident triumph to his 
brethren. He looked at them each in turn; but they all 
pretended deep reflection, and did not meet his glance, 
for each man knew in his heart that it was one of those 
glances that cannot be met without either truculency or 
smiling abasement. And yet it was but a proud and happy 
glance. 

Even Mac Taill did not meet that glance, though he 
was aware that it began with him, and that it returned to 
him with an affection all the purer for its travel. 

“This tale,^^ said Padraic then, “has undoubtedly been 
sent for a sign to us. The dreams, my brethren, by which 
holy men in all the ages have been infallibly guided, in 
their perplexities, by the Most High God, Whose children 
and servants we are, were never so clear as the guidance 
given by this story. Ofttimes, it must be confessed, ribald 
men have said that the interpretations given**' to thosr 
dreams were fanciful and fantastic. The dreams inter- 
preted by the divine skill vouchsafed to the Patriarch 
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Joseph were of that kind. The dreams interpreted by the 
Prophet Daniel were, it has been alleged, even more so. 

^ It h^s even been said by worthless men that the man who 
appeared in a dream to the holy Apostle Paul telling him 
to^^Come to Macedonia/ was no other than the blessed 
Saint himself, and that he mistook for the divine leading 
his own earthly inclination. These ribald sneers, my 
brethren, may be set aside. The more obscure a dream, 
the greater the divine gift in finding a meaning for it, and 
we must not wonder if the ungodly are astonished both 

by the dream and the meaning given to it. Yet, because 

# ■ ■ 

of such ribaldries, I perceive that God has of late made 
His signs more plain to be read, and has given over to the 
ungodly the signs that are difficult and recondite. 

^Tt is said of one of the heroes of this nation that it 
foretold bad luck for him if he met three old women on 
the road dressed in red. Not dressed in purple, you will 
observe, nor dressed in blue. Why red? No one can tell. 
Yet, this hero died when he did meet three such old 
women. The sign was a true one, but it was quite arbi- 
trary and without meaning. It was said of another that if 
he approached a cooking hearth to eat of its viands it 
would be the end of him. W'as a sign ever so strange, since 
it is by the cooking hearth we live, not die? Yet, this man 
died, and he was no less a hero than Cuchulain himself, 
^ ^^Compkre with this the sign given to the Blessed 
Apostle Peter himself, when, as he slept awhile, a great 
sheet was let down from heaven wherein was all manner 
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of four-footed beast, while a voice came to him bidding 
Mm ‘'Arise and eat.’ We know the visitors he had just re- 
ceived; we know the ancient prejudices of his Hebrew « 
heart; and the sign is clear as the sun when it shines 
in heaven. ^ 

“By this we know that, whereas the world has slipped 
back from simplicity to complexity, He Himself has ad- 
vanced from complexity to simplicity. His signs are now 
simple ; His hints have become obvious ; there is always 
some outstanding symbol that cannot be mistaken. These 
things are, as I may say, the heavenly metaphors of the 

S' 

divine poem of mortal guidance. There was no mistaking 
the beasts whom the Creator in His wisdom made, but 
which tlie Hebrew prejudice misliked, for in the Hebrew 
tradition the unclean beast had been the symbol of the 
Gentile. This was a connecting link that could not be 
mistaken. There was certainly no mistaking the meaning 
when the ardent Saul of Tarsus was overthrown from his 
horse when setting out to persecute the children of God. 

“And I, even I, have found it so ; for there was no mis- 
taking the children of this land who called to me for their 
salvation — ^not one man, be it remarked, who might be 
accused as my secret wish escaping in a dream, but a 
number of children, speaking not in the Roman tongue, 
but in the purest Gaelic, with which I was not very fa- 
miliar. The sign was most clear then. And so it is now? 
Indeed, I may say I have never met a sign so remarkable. 
The symbol, the connecting link, could not be more di- 
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rect and pertinent, my brethren. We did not ask this 
loveable old hero to tell this story. He chose it ; and he 
^chosa when we were in a difficulty. I say he chose it be- 
cause he was given it as a sign to us. He could not avoid 
this?^ story. Let us consider, my brethren, what our diffi- 
culty was. W'e were exercised to know whether Finn mac 
Cumhal was or was not in heaven, whether he was or was 
not saved, whether the atonement made for all mankind 
did or did not avail for him.In a word, we "were exercised 
to know if the shedding of blood was efficacious in his 
behalf And what was the sign that was given to us ? We 
were told a story of how, when he was captive and sore to 
death, he was liberated by the virtue and sacred potency 
of a mysterious Cup. Could there have been a connecting 
link more clear? For I need not remind you, my brethren, 
what the uplifting of the Cup signifies for us. Consider 
the story again. whom was Finn mac Cumhal bound 
on this occasion so perilous for him? I noted that espe- 
cially. He was held by an infernal being named Draoigh- 
eantoir, and Draoigheantoir, we know, means a wicked 
Spell-Binder. This Draoigheantoir tried to turn this Cup 
to his own evil and corrupt purposes, but the virtue of 
the cup overcame him, and the captive was liberated, as 
it was prophesied would be the case. There is no need for 
me to say more, my brethren, for the sign is clear, and 
fnly the dark of sight could fail to see it/' 

When Padraic mac Alphurn had finished, Mac Taill 
applauded vigorously, and he gave vent to other sounds 
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that were clearly those of approval. But Auxilius rose 
gravely to his feet. 

cannot/’ he said, ^^agree with your interpretation. I ^ 
desire to do so, but it is impossible. I admit I was im- 
pressed when I heard of this Bald Man ” 

ask you to note/’ interrupted Padraic, ‘Svhat I did 
not perceive till now, that this man was bald. It is true 
that a bald head is not the same as a shaven head ; but a 
bald head, in the interpretation of dreams and signs, may 
be certainly accepted- as the sign of a shaven head. The 
sign is even more remarkable than I thought.” 

have noted it,” said Auxilius. observed it at once. 
And I say that I was impressed when I figured the Bald 
Man uplifting the Cup. The picture of this act had a most 
powerful effect on me. But I saw something else too. I 
completed the picture, and in my mind I saw the skin 
of feathers hanging from that part of his body which can- 
not be mentioned. The symbol was destroyed utterly, for 
can such a disgraceful thing be imagined, as a sign of 
salvation to take so obnoxious a form? Therefore, I say 
that the story nfust be rejected as an invention, as an in- 
dignity, and indeed as a mere temptation of the Evil One 
to bring our sacred office into ridicule. On these grounds 
the story only confirms me in my former opinion.” 

When he had said these words, Auxilius sat^down. To 
have said more would have been to undo their effect 
visible in Padraic mac Alphurn’s countenance. It was 


clear that the had not thought of the feathers where they 
were reported to have been placed. 

^ sure,” he began earnestly; and then he revised 

his sentencej strengthening it by seif-depreciation : am 
not .^learned in books, my brethren. I am not, therefore, 
skilled in criticism, though by the grace of God, to fit me 
for His Great work, I have been given a natural under- 
standing without which learning is mere dross. I perceive, 
therefore, that that part of the story dealing mth the skin 
of feathers is not essential to the tale. It is clearly a later 
accretion. It is easy to distinguish between the original 
tale in its purity and the additions of a later scribe moved 
by the Devil. It is the original tale that has been sent to 
us for a sign. The skin and feathers are a bawdy addition 
of the Devil to deceive and mislead us.” 

^^Not so,” said Iserninus, rising to his feet. must 
judge the story as a whole. When judged in this way it is 
seen to be altogether a lewd one. The feathers stuck on 
this bald man's rump are not the only lewd part of the 
story. The chaste mind of my brother Seachnall perceived 
that there had been gross relations between Finn mac 
Cumhal and the woman Glannluadli. He was checked in 
a very ill-mannered way by our survival from ancient 
times, but is it not clear he was right? What brought 
this woman to accost Finn mac Cumhal on the moun- 
tfin-side?’* 

“Stay,” cried Padraic mac Alphurn; “before we can 
decide what her part is in the sign we must know what 


her name means. Does anyone know what is the meaning 
of Glannluadh?” 

None of them knew, for they were all Galls. Th&>only, 
Gael among them, who should therefore know, was Mac 
Taill, and he was sunk deep in either prayer or sluirjher. 
So they roused him, and put their difficulty to him. 

“Glannluadh?” said Mac Taill. “Glannluadh? Glann- 
luadh means Pure Conversation, of course. What else 
could it mean?” 

“I knew it,” exclaimed Padraic in triumph. “Glann- 
luadh means Pure Conversation. That must acquit her 
from your charge, O Iserninus.” 

“I do not agree,” said Iserninus. “The foulest sins mask 
in the fairest disguises. By deeds, not by professions, 
must we judge — by deeds and by the purity of doctrine. 
How immodest it was of her to accost Finn on the moun- 
tain-side. And he was led into the bondage of evil by her. 
Did one ever hear of pure conversation leading men into 
the bondage of evil ?” 

“It is by pure conversation that men are brought into 
the bondage of evil,” said Mac Taill, determined now, 
since he had been aroused, to have a part in the discus- 
sion. “Those who know their way about are not so easily 
caught.” But as none knew what he meant, none gave any 
attention to him. 

“The Devil cheats best,” said Iserninus, “when he ts 
attired as an angel of light. He may then deceive the 
very elect ” 


“Even so,” said Padraic, “if she deceived Finn mac 
Cumhal, would it not prove him to be elect?” 

“Not so,” said Iserninus, “for it is the credit of the tale 
as a sign we must now judge, and we must decide coii- 
cet^ning Finn mac Cumhal on other grounds. And so I 
judge this woman to be lewd. The feathers also are 
lewd^ — — ” 

“Why should feathers be lewd?” Mac Taill asked in 
a pugnacious manner. 

“In themselves,” said Iserninus, “feathers are not lewd, 
but ijj the position described they cannot but be lewd. 
Therefore I conclude that this story is a lewd story, and 
for these reasons it only confirms me in my former opin- 
ion. For the purity of doctrine cannot be decorated to its 
destruction by a story that is lewd.” 

“That,” said Seachnall, “could not have been better 
said. There is no help to be got from this story. Consider 
only the description of Conan the Bald. Of what is he a 
type or a sign ? If it once got abroad that our holy office 
had been typified by a figure so gross and unspiritual, 
there would be an end of all respect. I ihove the rejection 
of this story as a sign ” 

“Notwithstanding the clear and beautiful symbol of the 
chalice ?” asked Padraic mac Alphurn earnestly. 

, “It cCuId not^have been a chalice or a cup,” said 
Seachnall. “It must have been a mere pagan goblet or 
bowl. To my mind, the other parts of the story indicate 
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that very clearly. I therefore move the rejection of the 
story.” 

“I second the rejection of the story,” said Ausiiius.»’ 
“And I support the rejection of the story,” said 
Iserninus. r 

Padraic mac Alphurn bowed his head sadly. 


VII 

THE END OE DEBATE 


Then it was Mac Taill rose and made the 
little speech for which he has been so roughly criticised in 
the margins of all the texts. In the body of the texts it is 
recorded that he spoke with the air of a man moved to 
his depths. 

“A good story,” he said, “is like a good dream. It is 
pleasant to be remembered, and whether it is a sign of 
anything or not is of no consequence. And a bad story is 
like a bad dream, for it is better to forget it quickly and 
to omit its meaning from mention, if it has any. There are 
many parts of this story that are memorable. The figure of 
Conan Maol uplifting this cup with the skin of feathers 
hanging from his back parts is especially memorable. But 
the story is also memorable as a whole ; and therefore, as 
a story, it is a good story, and I like it. jBut in so far as iU 
may be a sign, I am not concerned with it. Directly I sus- 
pect a story to have a secret meaning, I desert the teller of 
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that story at once. It is the only thing to do. The other 
things one could do, all leave a bitter reflection. 

, “igince you have disturbed me from my meditation, let 
me say, then, that I like this story well, but not because it 
may save Finn mac Cumhal’s soul. I think Finn mac Cum- 
haFs soul should be saved on quite other grounds. In the 
first place, I think it should be saved because it was the soul 
of a human being. Angels may be created as fast as shelling 
peas, and as like one another, but a soul that has endured 
the adventure of this life cannot be replaced by all the hier- 
archies of heaven for interest and companionship. In the 
second place, I think Finn mac CumhaFs soul should be 
saved because it is a soul of high quality. All souls are alike 
worth saving, but all souls are not alike interesting. We 
must admit this solemn fact. There are good souls that are, 
all the same, commonplace. We must be careful lest we 
make too large a collection of this sort. Heaven would be 
intolerable if it were inhabited wholly by commonplace 
souls and spirits without experience and with no memories 
to speak of. Interesting conversation would be impossible, 
and that comfortable silence, which is the happy overflow 
of kindred minds, would be forever bhnished. We must 
therefore be careful.For there are also souls of high quality. 
There are rare and well-assorted and richly-refined souls, 
adventurous and unexpected souls, tragic souls and humor- 
^ ous soufe and delicate souls and steadfast souls and souls 
of simple distinction. Each is good according to its quality, 
and must, therefore be preserved. I see Finn mac Cumhal’s 


soul as a clear and commanding flamCj not swayed by the 
winds of adversity, and causing many other flames, them- 
selves of distinguished quality and colour, to inclinor to- r 
wards it. And I say that we cannot afford to lose one soul 
of that virtue, for such souls are rare. ^ 

“Let us, therefore, my dear brethren, distinguish be- 
tween good stories and good souls. I like the story, but I 
do not press my liking on anybody. I like it because it is 
memorable and without meaning. But it has nothing to do 
with Finn mac CumhaFs soul. That is an entirely sepa- 
rate matter. 

“You have said that it is we who must decide as to the 
end of this soul. I had not thought of that. I had thought 
this had to do with God. But perhaps you are right. For 
after all it is we who have the best experience of this earth, 
and know what is worth preserving in it. It seems to me, 
then, that Finn mac CumhaFs soul is unlike any other 
soul, that it is, therefore, irreplacable, and that it must, 
therefore, be preserved, I move that its proper place is in 
heaven. I move this on the ground that such a decision is 
deserving to the quality of the soul and also deserving to 
the quality of heaven.” 

During the strange silence that fell on the assembly 
after these remarkable words, Iserninus rose to his feet. 
He said: 

“I do not agree with anything my brother Mac Taill^ 
has said. His words do not savour to me of pure doctrine, 
and it is by pure doctrine these questions must be decided. 


I iiave already spoken my mind on this matter^ and it is 
unnecessary for me to repeat ■ myself. On the ground of 
purjty of doctrine, which cannot include pagan elements, 
,I::decide that Finn mac Cumhal’s soul is not in heaven, but 
that it is already in hell, where it is enduring, and will con- 
tinue to endure, the torments of the deservedly damned.'^ 

Iserninus spoke crisply and sharply, like a man who saw 
no room for indecision ; and when he sat down, Padraic 
mac Alphurn surprised the assembly by rising to give his 
voice out of order. He spoke with his glance fixed com- 
mandingly on SeachnalL 

much that my brother Mac Taill has said/’ he 
said, am in entire agreement. He spoke with Celtic fire 
and enthusiasm, but the substance of what he said was 
sound. My voice is that Finn mac CumhaFs soul is in 
heaven. My voice is given on the ground that we are all 
sinners, not one worthier than another, and that it is pre- 
sumptuous to think that God, Who created all alike, 
should wish so rare a work of His to perish.” 

^If it were possible,” said Auxilius, rising quickly, “for 
men to get into heaven without entering through the por- 
tals of the Church, not one would enter through those 
portals at all. On the ground of purity of discipline, there- 
fore, my voice is that Finn did not get into heaven because 
he could not, but that he was, is, and for ever will be, in 
hell. And lest there be others pressed to that necessity, 
I urge that this man Oisin, a wanderer in centuries not Ms 
own, be instantly informed of tMs fact, and be requested 


to give his decision without delay, that he may not share 
the same fate, and that we may at once continue our itin- 
erary and pursue the quest of souls. We have wasted 
enough time. There is no time for delay." 

Auxiliiis spoke impetuously, like a man to whom life is 
too short to accomplish the many tasks entrusted to Ms 
care. But Padraic mac Alpburn raised his hand and 
spoke severely. 

^^Our brother Seachnall,’’ he said, “has yet to give his 
voice. If he desires not to, then I will give a casting voice, 
for the voices are now equal.’^ 

So addressed, Seachnall was overcome with earnest 
thought, to such an extent indeed that he did not notice 
the intense glances that were directed at him from every 
side — ^as was apparent from the circumstance that he did 
not return any of them. The fate of a soul was being 
weighed in that thoughtful silence. The excitement was 
intense, unbearable. Even Iserninus’ pale brow was cast 
with colour, and Padraic^s dignity disturbed with anger. 

Then Seachnall at last thoughtfully raised himself to 
his feet, still neglectful of the presence of the others, and 
delivered himself in these words : 

“It is a grave matter, and there is much to say on each 
side. One never saw this man Finn mac Cumhal, and never 
had an opportunity of questioning him. In his absence, 
one can only judge of him by the gross behaviour? of his 
son. Nor does it appear that, lying down "or rising up, he 
repeated for its efficacy a well-composed hymn, or did 
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any charitable work, or that he flayed himself in acts of 
penitence, or that he esteemed the world as chaff, or that 
he heard voices and saw visions, or that he bore himself 

apart from the world in God^s righteous election. It is, 
therefore, difficult to consider him chanting a sweet hymn 
at all, or otherwise conducting himself as the blessed in 
heaven do, constantly prostrating themselves before the 
Eternal Throne, or striking a melodious harp of praise. 
On the ground, therefore, that the heaven we adore w^ouM 
not be an appropriate place for Finn mac Cumhal, my 
voice is that he is not there. He cannot be there. I would 
say he^is in hdV^ 

VIII 

THE TEM'PTATIO.N-OE THE V I E 

That night, Padeaic.'MAc Aephuen lay on the 
single plank that was his bed. It- was so narrow that the 
least move would have left him on the floor. Sleep would 
not visit his eyes, for he was sorely tempted of the devil. 

From where he lay he could see out mto the night. He 
could see the dome of heaven like a deep-blue robe strewn 
with wonderful jewels. There was no other light in an 
infinity of depth but the casual radiance of the stars. 
Orion rose into the zenith hunting his prey. His 
liright dog Sirius lollowed after him over the tops of the 
trees, his white light dipping in their billowy sea. 


From the empty distance the south-west wind halloed 
through the night in mighty gusts, in bursts of deep-baying 
music. Padraic mac i\lphurn could see the darker darkness 
of the trees rocking their heads in a mad, wild dance as 
they stepped to the music of the wind. He heard that music 
played in a thousand notes as the mad harper stooped from 
the stars to sweep the long reaches of the woods with his 
airy fingers. The night was filled with the music. The 
night was wild with tumult. But the stars were clear and 
proud and still. 

And Padraic saw a man like Finn mac Cumhal walking 
the hills of Ireland like a giant through the night. He saw 
Mm exulting in the wild and proud music, he saw Mm 
one with the wild and proud dance. And Padraic saw Ms 
brother Seachnall rising to pick Ms words carefully, and 
to throw Ms measured judgment into the swa3dng balance 
that was to decide the fate of Finn mac Cumhal’s soul. 
And the devil tempted Padraic mac Alphurn with doubt. 

Then Padraic mac Alphurn lifted his knees, and rose 
carefully from the narrow plank that was Ms bed. He put 
the music of the storm out of Ms ears. He put the sight of 
the stars out of hJs eyes. He knelt beside Ms bed and prayed 
long and resolutely that he might overcome the devil. 

Then Padraic went again into his bed, and slept peace- 
fully and well. And he doubted no more. 
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TEE SIXTH BOOK 


1 

0 I S I N A W A K E S 

A 

uL -^s the wind roared through the trees, the 
leaves' laughed and lifted their toes, and danced in com- 
panies down secret paths to the nearest open glade. 
There they circled round each other, swept up and down, 
parted and joined, hither and thither, in a reel of many 
parts, but of movements as punctual and faithful as the 
traditions of leaves are old and the heart of the western 
harper is young. The full measure always finished with 
a surge towards the centre, and a spiral movement up- 
wards, high as the tops of the trees, when the oldest in 
the dance would fly away down the wind, and other com- 
panies would come rushing down the secret paths, and the 
reel would begin again with the first fluttering figure 
around the edge of the glade. 

The most difficult and baffling set swung around Luachra 
mac Loia,n’s house, and this was the set that Oisin heard 
when he %¥oke to meet his faithful comrade the dawn. Yety 
no patient observer could have failed to notice how each 
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movement completed itself before another began, whether 
in eddies over the grassy clearing, or around the corners 
of the house, or up the walls and beneath the eaves. ^And ^ 
all the while they danced they sang a song in thin, shrill, 
elfin voices, crisp and clear above the noise of the wind, 

Oisin heard that song. He also heard the mighty roar 
of the wind in the woods. The music of each was dis- 
entangled in his ears from the music of the other, and the 
music of each opened his heart so wide with joy that a 
flood of memories poured into it. 

In that grey dawn, the old wonder of the world thrilled 
his mind. He did not think it a special world ma'Se for 
him ; but as it was the only world he knew, he thought it 
a very good world. He had always accepted it as he saw it, 
without any previous delusions as to what was right or 
wrong in it, or what might be better or what might have 
been worse. It and he, from the first of his days, had 
been quite virginal in their experience of one another. 
Neither had tart criticisms ready to make, for neither had 
set up cantankerous standards for the other, with the re- 
sult that their hearts had been genial and their minds full 
of wonder. The gbniality had never abated ; the wonder 
had never diminished. At least, thought Oisin, as he lis- 
tened to the booming chords of the wind and the sharp, 
shrill voice of the leaves, he could say this for himself, and 
he hoped, without unduly disturbing himself about it, ^ 
earth could say it too. 

Two hundred years before— it was a long time to look 


back over — ^he had first been brought into the presence 
of earth by his famous and heroic father. His father 1 Ah, 
^ that father ! Such a father 1 Childlike and wise, happy and 
gravCj simple and fearless in his welcome of all simple 
and fearless things, proud and wild and unashamed, he 
had, unlike these bishops^ never expected earth to put 
itself out of the way to suit Ms preconceptions, or to his 
son called the ancient attributes of earth by queer and 
ungainly names. The result was that the thin, slender, 
metallic song of the leaves still touched him to happi- 
ness, and the voice of the western harper thrilled him 
with pleasure. 

And now he was about to leave this world. This very 
day, as Brogan had explained to him, water would be 
thrown over him — water specially and mystically pre- 
pared, and druidic words spoken — ^and then no doubt an 
angel would come on a white horse, singing many Hosannas 
(which, he understood, was the note of joy for the occa- 
sion), and bear him to Finn mac Cumhal and the Fianna 
of Ireland, Time would accustom him to the Great Whore 
of Babylon, and he would not mind her at all. So also it 
would be, no doubt, with the unicorilfe and the many- 
headed beasts and birds. The crowds marching one way 
singing Woe, Woe, Woe, and the crowds marching the 
other way singing Holy, Holy, Holy, still troubled him 
a little. ^Brogan had said the Fianna would not be per- 
mitted to hew them in pieces (he had even said the Fianna 
would not wish to do so, but this was incredible), so that 


there seemed no remedy. What made Finn mac Cnmhai 
choose such a country at all, he could not think. Yet it 
would have been gross not to believe Padraic mac Alphurn, - 
who spoke with the dignity and authority that the Fianna 
had known how to return. And wherever Finn was, tl|ere 
he must also be. Nothing else w^as to be thought of. For a 
cloth is only as it is woven, and his weaving had been on 
the warp of proud tradition and of the woof of sweeter 
memory. 

So this very day he would leave earth of the pleasant 
winds and woods. He would, it appeared, salute for the 
last time Ireland of hill and glen, rock and flood, wild and 
tender and proud. He repeated the music of her place- 
names with a clean, pure pang of emotion, but without 
regret ; for, the choice having been made, he thought of 
it no more. Not his to insult a parting with weakness, or 
to mar a decision with tears. 

Indeed, it was timely to leave. Strange things were com- 
ing to pass, strange aspects of life being born, which he did 
not understand, and from which it was his wish to turn 
his eyes. Even if men had shrunk to being mannikins that 
was no reason for'^them to be cowardly and avaricious and 
ugly. Courage and generosity and beauty were regarded 
with suspicion, with shame, even with contrition. 

Already he heard the morning hymn from beyond the 
hall — a dismal, mournful note of men. determined to be^ 
gloomy. The world was certainly changing. Perhaps the 
berries of the rowan would turn black, and roses change to 
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grey, and colour and beauty fade out of earth herself. 
That would not be stranger than what he had seen since 
' his^return. 

It was time to go. He thought with impatience of the 
wonderful thing that was to happen this day of days. 
He began desperately to repeat, from end to end, the les- 
son Brogan had taught him, questions and answers in 
whole blocks together, without a word misplaced. 


THE BKEAKING OF THE NEWS 

It was in this mood Oisin came to the as- 
sembly that had again been set for his reception. He 
cleansed his body as he had once done for battle, and he 
attuned his mind till it was of the temper of his sword — 
the sword he had left in Tir-na-nOg. And so he stood 
framed in the doorway a moment, looking on the bishops 
seated in a circle, before he followed Brogan within 
the hall. 

He noted that none looked at him* and that all their 
faces were grave. Therefore neither did he look at them, 
and his face also was grave. 

“I am ready,” he said, “to proceed to heaven. What is 
* the first thing necessary for me to do to prove myself?” 

Padraic mac Alphurn being slow to answer, Iserninus 
spoke instead. 


first thing,” he said, “is to know the purity of 
doctrine, which is before all things and above all things. 
For Finn mac Cumhal is not in heaven. He is in hell, j^nd 
there also are all the Fianna.” 

“It is no matter,” Oisin answered. “Baptise me, and^I 
will go there, I am impatient to be with them, for there 
is no goodness apart from them.” 

This simple and courteous reply had a curious effect on 
the company, for it seemed to remove from beneath them 
the order of thought without which speech is not possible. 
Hence they were not merely silent. They were extremely 
surprised. It was the practical intelligence of Auxilius that 
first called order back again, and rallied into impetuous 
words the dismay that had affected them all. 

“Wretched man,” he cried. “Do you not understand what 
it Is you are told, that the Fianna are, without exception, 
in pains and eternal torment?” 

It would have been very surprising if Oisin had not 
heard his cry, but there was no sign to show that he at- 
tached unnecessary importance to it. His gravity was not 
disturbed, or the cool refreshment of his body in any 
way heated. 

“Such a thing is not possible,” he said, casually and 
kindly. “If you but knew them you would say that tor- 
ment is not for their like. They would not endure ih They 
would rise up and hew their way out. It would be a very 
unfortunate thing for any who had a mind to stand in 


their way.” He paused a moment, and then smiled towards 
the mask of serious intensity behind which Padraic mac 
Al|Aurn seemed to have withdrawn. ^They would make 
their way to God,” he said, but without letting deference 
sFp into subservience, “and they would all be merry to- 
gether over their enemies.” 

Such words as these were more than Iserninus could 
bear. Their ignorance quickened him more even than 
their impiety. This must be an excuse for the hasty re- 
proach he had uttered before he knew what he w'^as saying. 

“Wthered old man, without sense and without rever- 
ence,” he said, and his voice was unpleasant to hear. 
“Cease your mad words. It is a marvel to me tliat God 
does not wither you where you sit, like a leaf withered in 
a flame. His forbearance is often unaccountable. Know 
then that God and the Fianna have nothing to do with 
one another. For God is in heaven of the highest degree, 
seated in His majesty, and the Fianna are all in the 
lowest and most painful circle of fire, being tormented 
without a mementos ease or respite.” 

It was then that Oisin lifted himsell to an attitude of 
anger, and rebuked Iserninus in these words : 

“If such a thing were possible, then it would be no 
shame for the Fianna indeed, but great would be the 
shame fbr God. For if God himself were in bonds, Finn 
and the Fianna of Ireland would undertake a war on 
His behalf, and they would not cease that war until they 


got the victory for Him. It is not known of Finn mac 
Cumhal that he ever suffered any man to be in pain or 
difficulty without delivering him. He would give gold, or 
he would give silver, or he would give hard battle and 
lusty blows, but he would not rest until he got the victory 
for him. For that was the quality that was in Finn mac 
Cumhal, who was ever generous and gave without ask- 
ing any return.” 

The effect of this imperturbable ignorance on Iserninus 
and Auxilius was both unepiscopal and unfortunate. Iser- 
ninus moved his lips, but it was impossible to hear^what 
he said. Auxilius clenched his fists and raised his two 
arms above his head, so that the wide sleeve of his robe 
fell to his shoulder and exposed his lean and tireless arms. 
Iserninus had gone white with surprise, but Auxilius grew 
red with indignation, and so was the first to speak. 

^^But,” he cried, ^^do you not understand, O worthless 
Fian, that it is God Himself who overcame the Fianna 
and plunged them in the lowest circle of torment ? It was 
with His strength and power He did this, because none 
can withstand Him, and they were not submissive to His 
will. Therefore He trod them in the winepress of His 
wrath.’’ 

Now, Oisin was a man who disliked greatly to be ad- 
dressed in a violent manner, for men conceive sudi preju- 
dices from the accidents of their training. Therefore his 
only reply to these words was : 


was not in the time of the Fianna that that man 
God lived. Certain it is that whether He were east or west 
>the .Fianna would have struck off His head for such in- 
temperateness.” 

now Iserninus succeeded in giving sound to the 
sentence he had already twice framed soundlessly on his 
lips. It is remarkable to note, as an instance of genuine 
inspiration, that the thought was the same as his brother 
had already so capably expressed. For what he now 
said was: 

“God will be avenged on you. He is terrible in His 
just wrath. AH must be submissive to Him.” 

And Oisin’s answer to him came as instant as a sword 
might have leapt in his hand but a few days before in 
Tir-na-nOg. 

“Finn mac Cumhal,” he said, “was not submissive to 
any man, for he did that which was just, and he was gen- 
erous of his hand, without favour of him that was next 
or fear of him that was beyond. Do you not understand 
what sort of a man Finn mac Cumhal was? Is it possible 
that you do not know that because he "^s noble therefore 
he did right, and not because he was submissive? Finn 
mac Cumhal could not be overcome, because he had no 
fear in his heart, and because he gave not for any end 
but the md that was in the giving. It was the same in ail 
that he did. For no man can be overcome but him that is 
first in fear, and to be submissive is to propitiate the se- 
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cret fear in the heart. This shame never darkened Finn 
mac Cnmhal ; and if it did, none knew of it, and himself 
soon forgot it.^^ 

And as he spoke these words, Oisin looked at the two 
bishops in such angered incredulity that, in spite of^his 
monstrous age, they were silenced before the light of his 
eye — though it is also recorded that their silence was in 
part due to their total lack of understanding of his strange 
habit of speech. 

^Tear,” he repeated, bending down upon them, and 
driving them further down the steeps of silence, ^^fear 
is original darkness ; fear is the heart of evil ; fear is the 
dam of monsters; fear is the parent of cruelty; fear 
is the begetter of lies; fear is many things beside, too 
numerous to mention, and they are all bad, for fear is 
the beginning and the end of all crookedness. Do you 
insult Finn to think he would be fearful and submissive? 
You will not insult him, then, for it was the training of 
Finn to forget fear.” 

Having driven the two bishops to the bottom of the 
steeps of silence, he turned to Padraic mac Alphiirn, who 
had looked on at'^this scene behind his mask of serious 
intensity like a carven image, 

^^Therefore,” he said to Padraic mac Alphurn, in a sim- 
ple and human appeal, wish now to go to Finn mac 
CumhaL Baptise me, as you promised, and briifg me to 
him, for I see that the world is not as it was in his time, 
and wherever he is there would I be also.” 


Appealed to in this way, Padraic mac Al« 
PHURN put aside his mask of serious intensity^ and a soft, 
sad smile passed over his face like the shadow of a cloud. 
He lifted his hand to touch a tear that stood on his cheek, 
and he looked at the wet pad of his finger with great won- 
der. When at length he spoke, his voice was low in meP 
ancholy, and the tender regret of his words made it im- 
possible for one to be angry with him. 

“It is doubtless true, O hero/’ he said, “that the Fianna 
were once fearless and mighty enough. But it is no use 
arguing, for they are now weak and feeble, and the God 
of grace has got the mastery over them.” 

To him Oisin spoke kindly and friendly, and he said : 

“O Phadraic mac Alphurn, if it be the God of grace 
spread that report concerning the Fianna, then from this 
time out, during all your days, never believe a word He 
tells you.” « 

“But it is He,” Padraic mac Alphurn said, “that is the 
beginning and the end of truth, and without Him there 
would not be such a thing as truth at all.” 

“Then/’ said Oisin, “someone has borne a sorry tale 
of Him. It is not a wise man believes every tale-bearer. 
We, the Fianna, never used to tell untruth, and falsehood 
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was never imputed to us ; and as for the bearer of tales, 
it was Ms profession, and we were merry over him. Baptise 
me, and I will go to God and to Finn mac Cumlial, and we^~ 
will be merry too.’’ 

Padraic mac Alphurn looked sadly on Oisin, for it 
grieved him to think that two centuries of misunder- 
standing separated him from his pleasant companion. 
Had himself lived over two hundred years before, he 
would have wished nothing better than to have been a 
Fian, to judge by this heroic example ; for the heroic con- 
^ception of life had always stirred his endeavour, and had 
indeed brought him to Ireland in the beginning. On the 
other hand, had Oisin been born two hundred years later, 
what a daring, dauntless companion he would have made 
for hard days and difficult enterprises. Alas, for the two 
hundred years between. It was they that made his task 
now so ungainly and ungracious. His heart was grieved 
because of those two hundred 3 ^ears. Two hundred years 1 
But no matter. 

^^O Oisin,” he said firmly, ^^alas, what I tell you now 
is no falsehood, for it is declared to us in God’s own word 
that those who H^ve not followed His counsel will find a 
hell of pains their dungeon for evermore.” 

^Why should they follow His counsel?” Oisin asked 
him. ‘Who ever heard tell of Him till now? I never heard 
of any great feat being done by Him jDut whaf you and.^ 
your clerics spread of His fame. Whereas, Finn mac 
Cumhal and his proud, illustrious hosts were famous in 
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every land. Is it they who should go into unlikely places 
seeking for one who was afterwards to be famous for the 
nhiimHiing of psalms and the ringing of bells? Indeed^ but 
had you seen them mustered for war, you would not think 
it q| them. Enough for them that their captain was a 
generous man without blemish, and that they were as like 
him as it was their luck to be. That was counsel enough 
for them — that, and to be worthy of themselves.^^ 

Padraic mac Alphurn was in desperation. Oisin was 
not angry, nor was he discourteous; he was merely in- 
finitely removed. Not infinitely removed, perhaps; but 
this particular and critical two centuries of history was 
as good as infinity. His wit could not span the infinity 
of time that lay coiled in the little space that separated 
their bodies. Their words were the same; but the mean- 
ings in them, how different ! He tried again. 

Oisin/’ he said,, and his tone revealed his despera- 
tion, “will you never understand? The Fianna were doubt- 
less all that you say. Had I lived in their time I would 
wish to have been of their company. But they were like 
the smoke of a wisp, like a little stream in a glen, like a 
quiet wind on a hilltop, every band of them that were 
ever in it, beside the august majesty of God, who was 
from before all time and will be for evermore. There was 
that amount of difference between them.” 

^ Oisin stared at him incredulously, and then quickly 
controlled himself, for it was part of the tradition of 
the Fianna, as truthful men themselves, never to 
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look incredulous, whatever their thoughts might be. 

“It is doubtless so,” he said, “since you say it. In that 
case, if His degree is higher than theirs, He is now en-~ 
tertaining them, and feasting with them, and they are 
all merry together. What is the delay that I should 4oin 
them? I am impatient to go.” 

Had Padraic mac Alphurn been any other than the man 
he was, he would have departed from Oisin finally and 
for ever. He would have left him alone in the house. 
This temptation, indeed, was present in him; but he 
quenched it resolutely. His mind said to itself Aat he 
would not leave Oisin the only hero in the house. 

“Let you not be deceived, 0 Oisin,” he said. “It was 
I myself told you Finn was being entertained by God. I 
was wrong. It has been resolved by open voices in a 
Council that I was wrong, and beyond that it is not pos- 
sible to go.” 

“Where is he then?” Oisin asked in sharp anxiety. 

“He is sorrowful on a flagstone of pain. He is stretched 
there with a twist in his head. Scourges are assailing hi m 
with poison. And there are no warlike bands coming to 
his aid.” 

“And God is no doubt there with him, enduring the 
same hardship with him,” Oisin cried out, leaping to his 
feet. “Baptise me quickly, and let me come to them that 
I may rescue them all. Why have you delayed me so long ? - 
It was never said of any of the Fianna that they delayed 
to help a companion.” 


His excitement was so great that Mac Taill rose to 
hold him, but he shook him off like a plaything. He stood 
^over Padraic mac Alphurn demanding to be sent on his 
way, and what with the clamour he made, and the height 
at which he stood, Padraic found the situation disconcert- 
ing and difficult. It was a long time before they managed 
to get Oisin seated again, so intense was his impatience, 
but between himself and Mac Taill, with Brogan to help, 
they succeeded at last. 

“Why do you delay me?” Oisin asked in distress. “A 
moment’s grief I would not cause to any man, much'** 
less to ’one so noble as Finn.” 

“Hear me,” Padraic said. “If Finn mac Cumhal is in 
pains, there is no need why you should be. I desire to save 
you from’the same fate. If you yourself will believe and 
be baptised, it is undoubted that you may live in heaven 
in everlasting joy. It is my belief that it is for this you 
have been kept for these two hundred years in Tir- 
na-nOg.” 

“You do not know what you say,” and as he spoke, 
Oisin turned from him. “I would take more delight in 
the buck of a hound, or in looking at badgers between two 
glens, than in all the joys of heaven with Finn mac 
Cumhal in pains. Why does not God, of whom you tell 
me, rescue him if He is as powerful as you say? Were I 
by him, and the Fianna, at this moment, I would try to 
give them speedy help.” 

Padraic mac Alphurn called upon all Ms valiance, for 


it made him sad-hearted to contend against this ancient 
pattern of a pagan, with whom he would rather be an 
ally than struggle against Mm. The truth had to be told^ 
to him. It was the truth he was charged to unbosom. But 
it was uncommonly stubborn to deliver. 

“It is a mystery that is hard to explain/^ he began; 
and then he said : “If it were I, I would wish to rescue him. 
But that is because I am but a man and cannot under- 
stand the ways of heaven.” He stopped again, while Oisin 
gazed in bewilderment at him. He looked at Iserninus and 
"*at Auxilius, but their faces were stern, and that reminded 
him that he must not let weakness master him. Humanity 
was weak. Divinity was strong. He must be strong. He 
began again. 

“It is a mystery. We are not required to understand it, 
but to receive* it. Otherwise it would not be an act of 
faith, and justification, it is written, is by faith. Faith is 
the evidence of things not seen, and it is also the belief 
in things that cannot be proved. Only by prayer and 
fasting and flagellation can this mystery be known, for it 
is clearly contrary to all the mind of man has hitherto con- 
ceived. That is the proof that it is not of this world, but 
from heaven. For the wit cannot conceive, nor the mind 
of man imagine, the things that are from God. They must 
be internally received.” 

He glanced at Oisin to see if he were following him, 
but the blank astonishment visible in that face discour- 
aged him. He felt despair rising like a tide in his heart. 
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He doubted if even the powerful and subtle intellect of 
the Blessed Apostle Paul itself would be able to deal with 
^ a situation like this, without the support of a prepared 
epoch in time. He thought vengefully of these two cen- 
turies that could remain so impenetrable. 

“I do not very well understand you,” Oisin said, hero- 
ically patient. “Why does not God rescue Finn mac Cum- 
hal ? That is what I wish to know.” 

“Because,” said Padraic mac Alphurn, bravely at last, 
“it is He wdio has placed him where he is. I will not at- 
tempt to explain this to you, because it is inexplicable. 
God is righteous, and He has placed Finn mac Cumhal 
on the burning flagstones of hell, and therefore it is an 
act of righteousness to do this. There is no more to be 
said. We^ must only receive it, and for ourselves flee from 
the wrath to come.” 

“But Finn would rescue Him if He was in the same 
condition. Even Goll mac Morna, who was his rival, loved 
Finn, What should cause God to do such a thing to him 
as to torture him?” 

IV 

...AND ITS REMARKABLE EFFECT 

For a moment, Padraic mac Alphurn was 
, very bittSr against; his brethren. If they had only left him 
alone, instead of insisting on formal councils and purities 
of doctrine, all might have been well. Oisin would have 
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been baptised, and these unpleasant explanations avoided. 
It was his business to save souls, not to harrow a good 
hero’s emotions. If he could have once got Oisin to 
heaven, who knows what he might have discovered there? 
It was much better to leave these things to God, he 
thought, as he glanced angrily at Iserninus, instead of 
troubling the brain with learned matters of theology. Par- 
ticularly the brain of an honest pagan like Oisin. As he 
had successfully arranged the matter, all had been well ; 
but there were restless intellects that would make a pat- 
tern of the simplest issue. Again he glanced angrily at 
Iserninus; and this time he included Auxilius m his 
anger. The zeal for organisation could be carried too far 
when it included the dead of two hundred years before. 
Now, if he were not careful he would lose Oisin. He had 
much sympathy with him. He desired to gain him. 

“It is a mystery,” he said, “and therefore — ” He 
stopped. He had said that before. He was simply walking 
in a circle. Behold the difficulties into which he had been 
landed by learned antics. Had not his own natural sa- 
gacity, his simple humanity, avoided them rarely? He 
tried again. ^ 

“You see,” he said, “it is in the nature of mysteries 
that they should appear imintelligible, but they are not 
therefore unintelligent. Let us avoid them, O hero. They 
merely becloud the mind. The plain truth of the matter _ 
is that all men are afflicted with original sin, and therefore 
are destined to eternal torture.” 


He looked to see if Oisin had followed Mm thus far. 
He saw Oisin stariiig at him in utmost astonishment. And 
^he ■■■heard Oisin say : : 

had not observed this affliction in two hundred 
years. Am I now to learn of it? And if it is so, then it 
cannot be helped, and why are the Fianna to be tortured 
for what they could not help?” 

'That,” said Padraic firmly, "is part of the mystery, 
and we must now avoid it. That it is so, is beyond ques- 
tion. Yet in His infinite loving kindness, God did not de- 
sire all men to be tortured eternally.” 

"Only some of them,” said Seachnall, and looked for 
approval towards Iserninus, but Padraic gave no heed 
to him. 

"He therefore devised a plan for saving them. But the 
virtue of that plan could not be received but by faith ” 

"And by purity of teaching ” Iserninus said quietly. 

"And by joining the Church,” said Auxilius emphati- 
cally. 

"By all these things, at once and together,” said Pa- 
draic, continuing fearlessly on his way in spite of the 
clouds he saw gathering on Oisin’s fac%. "You may re- 
ceive this plan ; but as for Finn ” 

He did not finish. At this critical point, Oisin, baffled 
and vexed, cried out in a loud voice : 

^ "But h5w can He that is less be able to do this to Finn 
that is immeasurably greater?” 

"0 Oisin,” protested Padraic,, with incredible patience, 
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“have I not told you God is infinitely greater than Finn 
mac Cumhal?” 

“You have said this,” cried Oisin in a rage; “buf. now, 
you say He is less generous, and that His hospitality 
is less.” 

“His righteousness is more,” Padraic mac Alphurn an- 
swered. 

“It is not costly and difficult to be righteous,” Oisin 
said. “One need not to be of noble blood to be righteous. 
Anyone may be righteous by observing the rules. But it 
is costly and difficult, it is hard of attainment, it is an 
endowment among few, to be ” 

“O Oisin,” interrupted Padraic hastily, “it would be 
unseemly for me to toss comparisons with yo’^i. It were 
blasphemy to do the like, for God is almighty and can be 
terribly avenged on those who compare Him with others 
to His disadvantage. We must only compare Him when 
He comes well out of it. Then comparisons are not blas- 
phemous. Let us therefore avert His anger and speak of 
His kindness. That, O hero, is assured. He does not de- 
sire your destruction but your eternal gladness, and this 
can only be won by serving His will in everything, as 
Finn mac Cumhal did not. Be warned by the fate of 
Finn. Forsake the Fianna, and you will walk with the 
God of heaven,” 

Whether it was the intention of Padraic to continue 
his exhortation is not known. For he stopped. To stop is 


.( 1 9 9 )• 

to do something that cannot be recalled; yet he could 
not help it. The sight of Oisin swept all speech from his 
% lips %aBd all thinking from his mind. He was horribly 
aware that the others, though he could not turn to them, 
ha<| as little control as he over the alarm that crept with 
slow, white tread over their faces. He would have wished 
to put his hand over his face to hide that stealthy, stead- 
fast progress, but his hand lay oddly powerless on Ms 
knee, where he had last laid it. At the time when he most 
wanted it for his protection, and to clothe the astonishir^ 
Blent 4:hat he knew was standing naked in his face, the 
use of it was denied him, and he could only stare help- 
lessly at the grey eyes of Oisin that brightened before 
him. ,* 

'For Oisin was changing.. He was changing, yet with- 
out a change. He was changing 'internally, though the 
external likeness remained the same. There were still a 
thousand wrinkles about his eyes, but the eyes became 
the eyes of a beautiful young man. The skin of his face 
was still tough and yellow like old ivory, but behind 
that skin a new skin glowed of the fsSrest complexion. 
His beard still flowed like a snowy stream, white at the 
source and yellow at the ends, from his cheeks and chin 
down over his breast, but it was the oddest, quaintest 
^beard thilt ever sj^routed on a human face. It was the 
beard of a masquerade. The unseen, yet distantly visible, 
beauty and youth and vigour glowing behind that face 
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made it seem as if it would any moment drop off in very 
sTiam fi to be there. The skin looked as if it would — in- 
deed, as if it were about to — slough off like a serpent’s 
moult, and reveal the transfiguring beauty being formed 
(or perhaps reformed) behind it. The thin, long, w|iite 
hair that fell on the shoulders, growing plump and round, 
looked like the stupidest wig that ever misfitted its wearer. 
The very hands, he noticed, grew strong and shapely. 
There was a hint of unspeakable nobility about the brow, 
^.hough it was still scored with lengthwise furrows and 
little delicate crossing wrinkles like the wavering lines of 
a spider’s web. There were hints everywhere. In fact, 
there were nothing but hints, though hints more per- 
suasive than the resemblance of open day. These were the 
hints of surpassing beauty, surpassing strength, surpass- 
ing grace, courage and dignity. 

Padraic mac Alphurn felt dizzy, as if he were falling 
out of sight. To the end of his days he carried the memory 
of having seen in a dream a land he knew to be Tir- 
na-nOg, and that on the shore of that land, beside the 
margin of the sea, stood a splendid and triumphant Oisin, 
assured and uncritical and indulgent. 

This was his after-memory. Perhaps it was only a de- 
lusion. At the moment he could do nothing but gaze in 
astonishment at the uncanny thing that was happening 
before his startled eyes. For as the seaming chinge grew, 
strong in him, Oisin rose to a vast height and began 
to speak. 
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A MATTEH OF TEXTS 





It is most unfortunate that at this point 
the texts vary considerably. They lose the conformity 
preserved consistently to this moment in an account of 
important happenings so long ago. The variance is so 
curjous, in fact, that one can only imagine that the faitlj;;;^ 
ful Brogan, only source for all the script deckt so bravely 
on vellum, had been caught in the same net of astonish- 
ment as the rest of the company, and wrote afterwards 
from memory. Even so, the matter remains curious. For 
the texts, that remain in record, divide in two. One records 
words that appear to have been spoken by a young man, 
and the other the words of an old man. They attest the 
unity of their origin in that they begin the same, are 
much the same in burthen, and end the same. Their 
source must have been the same. Their differences, there- 
fore, are alike interesting to the student of the origins of 
action and to the student of the origins'of texts. 

It is moreover curious that the value of the texts at this 
critical moment seem to increase with the degree of their 
inaccessibility. The great text in the Library at Leipsic, 

• for example, may,be examined by all without restriction. 
Bibliophiles may cluster round it with avid interest be- 
neath the beaming kindness of its custodian. To love books 


is the passport to all his treasures and to this the pride of 
his collection. But it closes at this point, and gives no 
more. Possibly the scribe, who wrote in a beautiful clerkly ^ 
hand with few abbreviations, refused to believe the story 
any further, and would write no more of it. Who can 
To this point it is the best of all the texts, the best pre- 
served, the most clearly transcribed, the fullest and most 
authentic. Its Gaelic composition, of the oldest form and 
with no loan words, is a pleasure to read. It is bound in the 
tooled hide of a roan cow. It is a pleasure for an elderly 
bibliophile to handle. But alas, it finishes at a loos^e end. 

The text in the British Museum at London is fuller, but 
is harder to get at. It is kept in a strong box, and only 
shewn to a few, and then only if they can prove, ^ by good 
references, that their faith is unimpeachable. Fortunately, 
the nature of the faith is not asked, since faith, mere 
faith, the vaguer the better, is all that is required in a land 
so free. Owing to this it has proved possible to find the 
references, and to examine the text watched by the yellow 
eye of a hovering attendant— for all ancient Irish texts are 
expected to explode into spiritual essences when caressed 
with too loving care. Its binding has been wretchedly 
neglected. The pages are better preserved, but they are 
written in a crabbed hand, with many abbreviations, and 
are difficult to read. Yet it is priceless, for it continues 
from this vital moment. It gives the speech of anVd man. # 

The text at Trinity College, Dublin, is hardest of all to 
see — even to see, much less to examine. It is kept in a 


strong roomy underground, at the end of a long, damp, dark 
passage. A posse of ripe and spruce Fellows, attended by 

* suitable Proctors, mounts guard over it, night and day. It 
might seem that this care was the fruit of love, but it is be- 
lie^^d that this is not the case. One of the Provosts was 
once known to offer an examination of this precious text 
to a learned student on the stipulation that he would 
accord him “first go at all the titbits^^ ; but as this student 
thought the phrase obscure, the offer was not accepted. 
Besides which, he was required to take an oath of loyaltx^ 
and allegiance, and this he was reluctant to do, not know- 
ing to what international complications it might not com- 
mit him. 

It was only by bribing the most indulgent of the Fellows, 
and drugging the rest of the posse, that access was got to 
this precious text. Its binding is damp, and has nearly 
parted from its pages. It is written in a still crabbeder 
hand, unbeautiful to see, and is studded with abbrevia- 
tions. It is, in fact, a hive where the abbreviations of an- 
tiquity have swarmed. There is hardly a word in it that is 
not abbreviated. It is, therefore, difficult to make out, and 
a joy to the modern bibliophile. But the text is most valu- 
able, and is now used for the first time. It is an accom- 
plishment to have been able to examine it at all. It gives 
what appears to be the speech of a young man. 

* These two latter texts, then, are all that help. The 
speeches of each are given in turn. Students in psychology 
will mark the curious and subtle differences within a yet 


more remarkable framework of identity that attests their 
unity of origin. 

VI 

THE EAGE THAT WAS IN OISINr 

In the first of these two texts, as in the 
second, it is recorded that Oisin rose in his standing, vast 
and terrific ; and that, as he arose, he was transformed in- 
^rnally by the rage that was in him. It is said, too, that he 
stood thus for an incredible length of time — ^a length of 
time so incredible that it seemed that time slowed down in 
long, heavy throbs and finally at last stood absolutely still, 
while the company wondered what was next tq happen. 
It is said that, as he stood thus, within his grey eyes red 
lights shone like camp-fires at a distance within a grey 
dusk. And that at last, when to the assembly it seemed 
that the roof of day would buckle inward and fall upon 
them, these words rushed impetuously towards them from 
the hero’s lips ; 

“Is it forsake the Fianna of Ireland, and their mighty 
chief, in a time of need? Shame and treachery. It is better 
to be faithful, and to be twisted on burning flagstones till 
years rot of age, than to drink wine in a cup of dishonour, 
“Ochone, O Finn, I will be faithful to you. I will be 
faithful to myself. If we cannot resist the fate that is in »■ 
store for us, what are we but the memory of a little love, a 
little wisdom, a little bravery ? And can I go to the end of 


time except I carry you with me ? I will be faithful to yon, 
0".Fmn.' ■ ■ 

will be true to our common allegiance* I perceive that 
victory and defeat are but a chance, and that salvation is 
a J)Iowing on the scales of truth. Who can avert the future, 
if omnipotence is perhaps the master? It is better to be 
true than to be lucky. 0 Finn, I wall be true to our 
allegiance. 

of good heart, O Finn. If you are now in pains, those 
wjio knew you loved you. Unjealous you were, generous 
you were, wise and gentle and as lucky as you could be. 
To be lucky is not to be worthy, for men are the sport of 
jealous gods. The high-mettled steed is the pack-horse, and 
the common jade is stalled. Be of good heart, O Finn. 

Finn, be of good courage. The fruits of victory are 
with deceit and bribery. To those who have will be given, 
and from those who have not will be taken away. Yet 
victory is not in the fruits, but in the unbreakable will. We 
can resist yet, O captain. It is better to be tortured than 
to bend the knee. Be of good courage, O Finn. 

^^The world is a dream, O Finn. The world is a dream 
of our hearts. We can make it and mould it, O captain, 
according to the shape of our will. With truth, with cour- 
age and love, hard it would be not to triumph. And if we 
are broken at last, the world is a dream, O Finn. 

“Proud was the strong band of our companions.Pleasant 
our companionship. What are we but our memory of one 
another, and the memory of our mighty enterprises? Goll 
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mac Moma the unruly^ Caoilte mac Renan the gentle^ 
Conan the Bald, uncouth and cowardly, Oscar my son, the 
brave, Daire of the sweet-sounding music, and little €nu 
of the slumberous songs. And a thousand others besides. 
O proud was the strong band of our companions. 

*^^Where we have loved we are one. We are only what we 
have remembered. The wave of Rughraidhe lashing the 
shore, the lowing of oxen in Maghmaoin, the seagulFs 
scream in distant lorrus. The murmur of the streams in 
Sliabh Mis, the yell of the hounds at Drumlis, the noiscrof 
the fawns round Sliabh gCua. The hound^s deep b^y at 
twilight^s fall and the barque’s sharp grating on the shore. 
For where we have loved we are one. 

“What am I here or hereafter but the love I gavg you, O 
Finn, and the love you gave back to me? The silent regard 
of gentle Caoilte is part of my soul for ever. The rough 
strength of Goll mac Morna, who can take it away from 
my own ? What we have taken and what we have given is 
woven secretly together. Who will part them? Who will 
disjoint them ? And what am I here or hereafter, but the 
love I gave you, 0 Finn, and the love you gave back 
tome? 

“The world is changed, O Finn. Generosity is now a 
weakness where we were generous and strong. It is wise 
now to run and be saved when we were wise and prepared 
for disaster, calm and with courage unbroken. Honour is 
BOW of dishonour. Shame is the rule of life, for men are 
ashamed of themselves. The world is changed, O Finn. 


“Yet I will be faithful to you. I will be faithful to my- 
self. To desert you I would be ashamed, and would im- 
’• mediately fall from myself. What is proper for you will be 
good for me, for what is good for me would be proper for 
you. If we cannot war with our hands we can war with our 
wills to the end. I will be faithful, 0 Finn. 

“Ha, are you in pains, 0 Finn ? I will rescue you. I will 
be strong for you. I will pluck down the banded stars. If it 
is true that vengeance and wrath are the last will now to 
be met, then we will open old wars, my captain.I will comg 
to you,at once, that we may free captives, and extend hos- 
pitality, O mighty one. I will break through the gates of 
your dungeon. I will tear up the flagstones of hell. I will 
free you from pains, O Finn. 

“Ochone, O Finn, I will be faithful to you.” 

VII 

THE SPLENDOUH OFOISIN’S LOVE 

In the second of these texts, as in the first, 
it is recorded that Oisin rose in his standing, shining and 
wondrons ; and that, as he arose, he was inwardly trans- 
figured by the splendour of his love for Finn. It is said, too, 
that he stood thus for so great a length of time that the 
^ company was raised to an incredible excitement — for it 
seemed that slow time was quickening its flight so swiftly 
that it became a reeling flutter of hours and years until 
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time had ceased to be, its cycle full completed. It is said 
that, as he stood thus, within his grey eyes a gathering 
brightness shone like the rising of the sun beyond th^grey 
dusk of dawn. And that at last, when to the assembly it 
seemed that, dizzy and fearful, they must fall from the^un- 
attainable heights to which they had been carried, these 
words poured melodiously forth from the transfigured 
hero’s lips : 

“Is it forsake the Fianna of Ireland, and their great 
chief, in time of need ? Shame and disgrace. Sweeter to be 
faithful in torment and torture than to sit at a feast 

. m. ■ 

of dishonour. 

“Airiu, 0 Finn, I will be faithful to you. I will be faith- 
ful also to myself. We will go forward to the end of time 

■ . • 

together. Whatever fate may be in store for ns it will not 
part nSj but we will carry together the memory of our 
tender love, our gathered wisdom, our happy bravery, I 
will be faithful to you, O Finn. 

will be true to our common allegiance. It is better to 
be true than to be lucky. For what is victory but a chance, 
and what is defeat but a chance also? To fall is but a 
chance, and to sumve is but a chance. It is all a chance. 
But to be ready, unafraid and well-equipped is to be true 
and also to be lucky. I will be true to our common allegi- 
ance, 0 Finn. 

of good heart, 0 Finn. If you ar^ now in pains, the, 
luck will turn. For you are high in our hearts, O captain. 
There you are victor stilL Jealousy never clouded your 


heartj and they who came to you empty went full away. 
Wise, gentle and beauteous you were, and the thought of 
yoi% is richer than gold. For what is it to be lucky but to be 
worthy^ since the gods are the sport of men? Can the high- 
n'^ttled steed be the pack-horse or the common jade be 
stalled? Be of good heart, O Finn. 

^•Be of good courage, 0 Finn. The fruits of victory are 
to the strong, and the ripe fruits to the brave.To those who 
have will be given, and from those who have not will be 
taken away. So we wdll fight on, O captain. It is better to 
be tortured than to bend the knee. For victory comes at 
last to the unbreakable will. Be of good courage, O Finn. 

“0 Finn, the world is a dream. The world is a dream of 
our hearts. We will make it and mould it, O captain, ac- 
cording to the shape of our will. Truth on the lips, courage 
in the heart and strength with the right hand, and we will 
triumph at last. For the world is a dream, O Finn. 

“Proud the strong band of our companions. We will re- 
new our pleasant companionship. We will renew our tender 
memories. We will continue mighty enterprises. I greet 
my gay companions. Goll mac Morna the boisterous, 
Caoilte mac Ronan the tender, Conan theBald, the clumsy, 
Oscar, my own brave Oscar, Daire of the sad-sounding 
music, and little Cnu of the sleepy songs. I greet the 
thousand others. For proud the strong band of our 
companions. . 

“We are one where we have loved. We will rove the 
pleasant places. We will hear the pleasant sounds. The 
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wa¥e of Rughraidhe lashing the shore, the lowing of oxen 
in Maghmaoin, the seagnlFs scream in distant lorrus. The 
murmur of streams on Sliabh Mis, the yell of the hoimds 
at Drumlis, the noise of the fawns round Sliabh gCua. The 
hound’s deep bay at twilight’s fall and the barque’s shafp 
grating on the shore. We are they, they are we, O captain. 
We are one where we have loved. 

^What am I here or hereafter but the love I give you, 
O Finn, and the love you give back to me ? Can I not see 
Caoilte looking tenderly at me? The bold strength of Ggll 
mac Morna is waiting for me. It is coursing in me expect- 
ant. I am coming, my brave companions, too long we have 
been divided. We give and we take, we take and we give, 
and we are ail woven secretly together and cannot be 
parted for ever. For what am I here or hereafter but the 
love I give you, O Finn, and the love you give back to me ? 

^^The world is changed, O Finn, but what is that to us? 
If generosity is considered a weakness, we will be generous 
and strong. We will not run to be saved. We will be ready 
for disaster, calm and with courage unbroken. With us, 
honour will ever be first, and we will not be ashamed of 
our deeds, though tfie world is changed, O Finn. 

will be faithful to you. I will be faithful also to my- 
self. To desert you is not to be thought of, either for you 
or for me. We will bear the one load together, we will share 
the common bed. We cannot choose our £ate, but we can 
choose to be faithful. Yourself that taught us, O captain. 
And we can choose, and we will, to war with our hands, to 
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' ' war' with our hearts, and to war with our wills to the end, 

. ; I will bo faithM, . O , Finn^ 

. =11., , are you in .pains, ,.0 Finn?'! will rescue you. I am 
strong for yon. I defy the unlucky stars. We will open new 
war^, O captain, on the vengeance and wrath of the gods. 
I am coming to you, O mighty one, in order that we may 
free captives and extend hospitality. I will break the gates 
of your dungeon. I wdil tear up the flagstones of helL I 
will free you from pains, O Finn. 

^^^riu, 0 Finn, I will be faithful to you.” 

VIII 

THE DISAPPEARANCE OP OISIN 

These worms are remarkable that they appear 
in both texts in difficult poetic structure. Even in the 
heroic days of the speaker (not to speak of the sub-heroic 
days of the hearers) men did not address one another in 
poetry in the ordinary, or in the extraordinary, moments 
of their lives. They set aside, and gravely or wildly hon- 
oured, special people to indite poetry for them, and some- 
times to them. 

It must be, therefore, that this fierce and splendid 
moment can only be perceived by us through Brogan’s rec- 
^ ollectionln tranquillity. It cannot be hoped to measure the 
effect of this terrific outburst on the assembled company. 

All that is known is that they all recovered from their 


utter stupefaction to see the decayed Ltiachra mac Lonan 
rise in his place and cry in an agonised voice: ^^My cap- 
tain, my hero, my warrior,” and fall forward in a swoon ^ 
from which he died the same day. 

But when they looked round to find Oisin they C9uld 
not see him. Where he had gone, how he had gone, none 
could say. Each man asked his fellow, but his fellow knew 
no more than he. None had seen him go. It must be that 
while they sat stupefied he had left them to find Finn mac 
Cumhal and the Fianna of Ireland. 

Had Luachra mac Lonan seen him go? Was this why 
he had risen and cried out despairingly? Poor decayed 
warrior, he never recovered to answer these questions. 



THE SEVENTH BOOK 


w. 


hat befeli Oisin after he left Luachra 
mac Lonan’s house has never been known for certain. It 
is true, rumour has flown thick with tales ; but, as usual, 
these tales are often preposterous, and where they are not 
preposterous, they destroy one another* It is impossible, 
in an episode of such importance in the history of a nation, 
and the onward carrying of faith, not to be too scrupulous 
in submitting every source to the most exhaustive exami- 
nation. Mere rumours are barred at the very frontiers of 
the enquiry. 

It can be seen how important this moment was con- 
sidered to be by the mere fact that, In addition to the 
sources that have already been mentioned, four rooms at 
the Royal Irish Academy are piled thick, from floor to 
floor, with manuscripts dealing only with this point. What 
happened to Oisin when he left Padraic mac Alphum? 
Did he perchance die in the faith, or did he possibly die 
out of it? Did he repent, or did he not? Was he saved, or 


was he not? To what kind of an end came he^ and what 
did he think of all he had heard? These are vital ques- 
tions. Witness the four roomsM of manuscripts, pled * 
thick from floor to roof, that have been deemed worthy to 
contain the answers. ^ 

All these had to be closely examined. It is true that 
many of them only contain rude remarks that have not 
much practical bearing on the question. Some of them 
contain obscene jests, in difficult Irish or still more ob- 
scure Latin. Others are filled with drawings that are ppr- 
’plexing to understand. Some of these drawings are of 
plumed and mysterious presences, but more of no kind 
of presences at all. 

These must be put to one side. They cannot, no matter 
how carefully they are examined to find an inner meaning, 
be made to help. There still remain about two roomsful, 
and from an exhaustive search through this material, and 
a careful collation of each with each, crossing out all 
rumours that cancel one another, the following few in- 
cidents drop through the finely meshed sieve of criticism, 
and may therefore with authority be dropped on this page. 

It is said of an'^old man who lived in the clusters of 
houses at the foot of the hill where now Rathfarnham is, 
that he came out to see from the sunset what sort the mor- 
row would make. He returned more rapidly than he went, 
and sat by the side of his log fire with aaawed expression 
on his face. His wife, noticing his strange behaviour, asked 
him what was amiss. He 'replied that he -had seen coming 


down the hill, apparently borne on the effluence of the sun- 
set, a strange and wonderful being, vast of height, with 
'sno^y-golden hair failing on his shoulders, and a bright- 
ness flowing from about him that was like the brightness 
of flsh newly caught from the sea. He had barely reached 
the dyke when he saw this being striding beside the margin 
of the forest, yet barely touching the earth with his toes ; 
and he had not waited to see more, but had hastened within 
the house, for it was not seemly to be too curious when 
thewgods were abroad. 

Shq^ then had agreed with him. They had both agreed 
witli one another that good times must be coming again 
to the country now that the gods were flying on the ef- 
fluence of the sunset and revealing themselves to men. 
And they had spent the rest of that night speaking of the 
good old times of which his father had told him. 

It is said of a young man who stood that night at the 
gable-end of his house interestedly gazing out towards the 
forest-clad hills in the dusk by the village at the southern 
end of the ford of hurdles that spanned the Liffey, where 
it meandered down through the bog on its path to the 
sea, that he, too, suddenly entered the house and sat by 
the fire of dried turves with a pale and frightened face. 
He had never been known to do this before. His interest 
in the forest-clad hills, at all hours of light and darkness, 
■* had ever continued unabated till it was time to forget 
them in sleep. Therefore his mother had asked him what 


With difficulty he told her that he had seen a terrible 
demon stalking the road towards the ford.Mysterions fires 
gleamed from his eyes. His hands had been flung over his ^ 
head in wild gesticulations of triumph over humanity. His 
breast was open and revealed the unearthly fury that pos- 
sessed him, while lightnings played about his head. So she 
had caressed him, and together they had prayed that no 
ill might befall them, and that they might be shielded from 
harm, but they had remained awake all night in terror, 
notwithstanding. ^ 

^ It is said that a mild and mature Dane, of the little 
Danish establishment where now Cluain Tairbh is, went 
out at night to make sure that his boats were well beached 
when he felt the wind shift to the south ; but that he had 
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hardly left the house when he returned again, and sat by 
the dying fire of drift-timber with a thoughtful expression 
on his face. His wife, who was already in bed, turned to 
look at him in the dim light of the fire before she asked 
him what was amiss. 

He told her that he had seen a strange being, who was 
either one of the gods of the land, or one of the old sort 
of Irishman of whbm he had heard ; but that it was indif- 
ferent to him which it was, for, either of them, it boded no 
good for Danish establishments by the sea. He accepted it 
as a bad omen. An ill thing would certainly happen to the 
Danes at Cluain Tairbh, mark his word.. 

To this she answered that there was no accounting for 
the queer ways of men. Being irritable and sleepy, she 
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asked Mm were tlie boats well beached. And he had re- 
plied stubbornly that he would go out no more that night, 
% boatg or no boats. 


All those incidents are well established, and 
they shew the way Oisin went after leaving the assembly. 
Thgy indicate his path with beautiful precision, like the 
footprints of an otter. But there is one other incident 
that closes the series. It was found in an old hagiology, 
that had almost been overlooked, for it is the one price- 
less truljh in the century of credulous fables that en- 
cumber its pages. 

It is said that one morning (by exact s5mchronism it 
proves to be the morning succeeding to the incidents al- 
ready related) a young and vigorous herd went out with 
the break of day to tend his care along the wild bluff of 
Benn Edair. He went along the southern side of the bluff, 
singing a new hymn he had learnt ; but, feeling gay and 
happy so early in the morning, he marred his rhythm by 
singing it too jauntily. 

Suddenly he lifted his head, to see emerging from the 
forest that clothed the headland a wonderful being that 
strode towards the shore. At first he was uplifted, for he 
thought that a vision was being vouchsafed him. For the 




being was fairer and more beautiful than anything he had 
ever seen. It was tali above the manner of rnenj and more 
supple than their wont. Looking on that beings h^^wasr 
proud to be young, and glad to be in life. Its clothes were 
strange, and strangely frayed and old, but its face was like 
the dawn. Striding downward to the sea in those ancient 
but richly embroidered garments, this being was like the 
sun breaking through the rags of clouds that would ob- 
scure its dawn. 

So the young herd hid himself in a clump of heathej to 
see what would happen ; and he saw this wonderful^being 
leap over the beach, where the waves thundered on the 
shore, and enter the waters, and battle proudly and, as it 
were, lovingly, with the waves. This frightened the young 
herd so much that he at once hid his face in the clump of 
heather, so that he could not see what happened. But in a 
moment he heard these mysterious words ring like beauti- 
ful bells across the morning air: 

^^Mannanan mac Lir I ” 

When he looked again there was nothing to be seen. 

He confessed th^ese things to a saint who lived on roots 
nigh handy, and the saint told him he had seen a demon. 
He asked if this was an omen that he would die by drown- 
ing; and the saint told him that he would not die by 
drowning if he never went near water. So tha^ he did 
penance and went to live inland, ancf ever afterwards 
avoided water as he was counselled. 


Some days after this in Gleann-na-Smol through 
a path in the woods a slow procession wound its way. 
It was led by little children in white robes, whose shrill 
voices sang a solemn tune with a slow and regretful 
cadence. These children were followed by bearded men, 
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also in white robes, whose deep voices blended and were 
mingled with the piercing tones that the children sang. 
Otlrer men followed, who wore heavily and sumptuously 

brocaded vestments over their white robes. They walked 
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with slow and deliberative tread, as well they might, for 
the procession was shaped about them, as a ring is shaped 
about the jewels to uphold which it was designed. 

First of these came Padraic mac Alphurn, Primate 
of all Ireland. He walked with grave and dignified aspect, 
his grey eyes shining like a well tempered sword. Behind 
him walked Bishop Seachnall, otherwise Secundinus, a 
small, old man, with alert questioning face; Bishop Iser- 
ninus, otherwise Fith, a man of thin lips and austere 
brow ; Auxilius, Bishop of Cill Usaile, a man broad in the 
cheek-bones and likewise broad in the brow; and Mac 

Taill, Bishop of Cill Culainn, great and powerful of 
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build, and gentle and soft of aspect. Seachnall looked 


pensive, Iserninus reflective, Auxilius thoughtful, and 
Mac Taill gloomy. 

The procession wound on its way, and rested, coiled 

around a block of granite that was hewn square and 
trimmed craftily and stood exactly in the corner of a 
great clearing where the sod had been cut away to its^bed 
of gravel at the base of the mountain-side. It lay grey and 
comely in the soft evening light, shining against the 
orange gravel clearing where the pale green verdure had 
been cut away. It was the cornerstone of the new church, 
£nd the five bishops gathered thoughtfully about it. 

‘^^It is a good position,” Padraic mac Alphurn said 
at last. 

^^It is a proper and suitable position,” said Mac TailL 
*^I like it. And that,” he added in a deep and mellbw voice, 
^^is a most excellently shapen piece of stone. I like that, 
too.” But it was noticed that he was not paying very par- 
ticular attention either to the clearing that had been cut 
or to the granite that had been hewn. 

cannot continue the church,” said Iserninus then 
in a clear, relentless voice. 

‘^Why cannot r/e continue the church?” Padraic mac 
Alphurn asked sharply, looking round him in surprise. 

cannot continue a church the corner-stone of vffaich 
was laid by a pagan,” Auxilius said from the other side 
of him. f 
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When Padraic mac Alphurn turned to the other side of 
him, Iserninus added from this side of him : 


^^And a pagan who rejected the true teaching when he 
heard it.” 

And when Padraic mac Alphurn' turned back again, 
Auxilitft spoke from the other side once more. 

^^One who himself refused to enter the church,” he said. 
%ouId be held up to laughter for ever if we built a 
church which he who laid the foundation stone himself 
refused to enter. It is not to be thought of. The building 
must be abandoned.” 

entirely agree,” Seachnall affirmed. ^^The place is 
accui^t. It is a most fortunate circumstance that the^ 
ground«vas never consecrated.” 

A great sadness clouded Padraic mac Alphurn^s noble 
features. He had himself nourished the thought that this 
cornerstone would remain to him for a memory of a man 
whom his mind held with an appealing tenderness. But 
no one could deny the strength of these arguments, espe- 
cially as they were enforced by a clear majority. 

had not thought of that,” he said coldly. will re- 
turn the way we came.” And he waved his hand to 
-the-procession.' - ■ ■■ 

^Tt is a pity,” said Mac Taill, turning away. “But no 
matter. The stone will not be easily removed. It will re- 
main for a memory of Oisin for ever.” 
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